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  Prologue


  It would seem that everyone in the city was swiping newspapers at dawn, not the Mirror nor the Post, but The Journal Of Our Times—a small, easily tattered four- page rag published sometimes weekly, sometimes monthly, sometimes in-between; whenever its publishers had enough seamy stories, antics, jokes and pictures available to make their scandal sheet worth printing. Few people actually knew it by its name or called it any name for that matter. In some circles, it was simply abridged to The Journal, and spoken of with a snicker or a faint blush. But no man in polite company would admit that he read it. Occasionally, a secretive chuckle or two would pass between men at the clubs or taverns or in the backroom gambling parlors, but The Journal would never be mentioned in front of the ladies. No woman would admit in polite, sullied or common company that she’d even heard of such a rag, let alone read or receive a private rush from such trashy smut. 


  On a Friday morning in late June, the first of several extraordinary photographs appeared inside the folded pages of the latest Journal. As were all the images printed in this newspaper, this one was a salacious photograph by current 1920’s standards, depicting a nude young woman—just a girl actually, but a girl old enough to know what she was doing and with the right to do it. 


  Yet, there was something quite different about this ‘Girl In The Mirror’—as the photograph was titled—from other photographs printed in previous editions. The picture was taken of the girl’s reflection in the mirror, while the girl, looking pleasantly wistful, remained somewhere on the sidelines sitting on a bed. She was turned slightly to the side and peering over her shoulder, while the camera recorded that side of her body from the top of her head to the top of her thighs. The photographer had managed to capture her face with an expression such as might commonly be seen after sexual intercourse, a post-coitus look of satisfaction. One could almost imagine bending down to kiss her slightly rapturous face as she looked up longingly, her deep soulful eyes still gushing forth with desire. Although her body was extraordinarily lovely and her long, light hair was falling seductively about her shoulders, it was the eyes and the expression on her full lips that conquered everyone that early morning. She was nothing like the whores who typically posed for the rag, earning dimes and supper—if the photographer was particularly generous. The girl in the mirror was classless, divine in innocence, surely tenderhearted, and perhaps, one could easily imagine, a bit of an imp. The line of her back, as it delicately diminished into the sheets she held demurely around her hips, could inspire love poems, while the curve of her plump breasts begged for the touch of a hand, or even a firm squeeze. There was something durable about this one. Innocent, yes, but durable. A functional woman, a simple woman, a practical woman, yet flushed with a naïve and playful charm. 


  Such nipples! The two rounds puckered like sweet kisses from the centers of her full breasts. And that hand, lying inside the sheets between her thighs, would cause any man, vulgar or cultured, to quicken in his pants… suggestive, teasing and likely a deliberate device on the part of the photographer to make this photograph the kind of sleazy fare his customers expected. But it was still that face that drew men to the image again and again through their day that caused them to rip the picture from the paper once they finished the issue and pocket it in some secret place where it could be taken out and viewed again. 


  For the first time in its year long history, The Journal received a dozen letters from men interested in courting the girl, or hoping for another glimpse of her stunning, stylish, simple beauty. Many would not be satisfied until they discovered her identity. They would often gaze at young women near her age, in shops and brothels and on street corners, in search of that face. But there was an unidentifiable quality about her that made her as mysterious as she was direct. Perhaps she was not a girl at all, but a mere invention, the result of camera angles, shadows, light and the individual interpretation of each man who adored that remarkable image. 




  Chapter One


  Aimee Wynn Bloom exited the family home for the last time, leaving in the dead of night, lest her scheme be found out by those who had no business knowing her business. There was no one in the house to say goodbye to. Her family was gone: father killed in a railroad accident, her mother dying of diphtheria months later, her sister following shortly afterwards and her little brother gone to live with the aunt who had decided that Aimee could never raise a child properly. She was too silly a girl. The old woman made this assessment quickly, when she found Aimee fervently kissing a boy in the woodshed, wrapped in a clench so tight and so intertwined that one could only assume they would soon be grappling on the dusty floor, seeking bare flesh. 


  “Do what you like, girl,” she told Aimee, as she pulled the eight-year-old Jarrod from his sister’s side. “But don’t come back to visit until you’re properly situated. Your brother belongs to me now.”


  Aimee was tempted to argue, but it took few brains to realize that no one would come to her defense in her small village. Aimee was the senseless, frivolous one—the dreamer, the romantic, the slightly ‘off’ young woman with her head stuck in the clouds or in books. She’d never amount to anything. She might make a decent wife, some supposed—if you had a firm man standing over her. And she might bear children others speculated—but what good is a mother if she’s too preoccupied with her daydreams to take care of her young? Perhaps a poet, a writer or an artist, but what use are they in a place where being practical is a daily necessity? 


  This was the general evaluation of Aimee Wynn Bloom by those who knew her. When she was left an orphan with one young sibling, she was hardly able to take care of herself—in her aunt’s opinion—let alone a rambunctious child. When Aimee abruptly moved to the city, everyone was shocked she had the spunk, the determination and the cleverness to make such a drastic change in her life. But Aimee didn’t see herself the way other people saw her. She understood that she was a dreamer, given to fantasy and romantic ideals, but she understood as well, that inside her beat the heart of a much stronger woman than anyone would guess. She knew how to be practical—her mother, her aunt, the village, and the circumstances of living in a farming community had taught her that much—she just preferred her own way when it was feasible. When her ‘own way’ wasn’t prudent, she knew how to live efficiently. She knew she’d needed to get a decent position in the city and find decent quarters to live in. That was exactly what she planned to do the moment she stepped off the train. 


  As she walked from the train station toward town, looking for a proper single ladies hotel, she passed a general merchandize store with a sign in the window, “Clerk for hire.” Marching inside the shop with her head held high and a sincere smile on her face, she declared to the proprietor, “I believe I’m the woman you need.” Although her palms were sweating and her voice threatening to crack, she managed to contain her nervousness. 


  “Ya do, huh?” the wrinkled elderly woman shuffled toward her, peering up at her sideways through a pair of thick glasses. She held her cane in front of her with both bony hands to steady her balance and scrutinized the lovely face before her. “Used to hard work?” she asked. 


  “I was raised on a farm. I’ve known my share.”


  “And what do you know about a business like this?”


  Aimee stared around. “Not very much, but these are the things of general living, food, clothing, sewing items. I’m familiar with them all, and I’m very smart.”


  “I’ll bet you are,” the old lady teetered a bit as she continued to stare at the girl. It was as though she couldn’t take her eyes off this pluckish innocent. “Ya pay attention to you work and your deportment. Won’t put up with sullenness, or bad behavior, if you understand what I mean. I run a decent place here and I expect the help to be the same way.”


  “Of course, you do,” Aimee smiled. 


  “When can you start?”


  “Right now, if you like.”


  “Then start right now,” the old lady said, “I’m Emma Whittier, and you?”


  “Aimee Wynn Bloom.”


  “Then, Aimee Wynn Bloom, you can get your apron in the back.” Emma Whittier pointed to the doors at the far end of the canned goods. “They’ll be one hanging on the rack there. You can replace it with your coat and leave your bag below it.”


  ***


  A lazy beam of sunshine gave the room a surreal glow, while at the same time casting its sensuous warmth on the entangled lovers. Her thighs were full, her ass plump and round, and from behind, the pooch of her female splendor glistened with the pre-cum seeping from her vagina. She straddled her lover at his hips, peering down at the thick stalk rising from a wet nest of pubic hair like a pistil from the inside of a flower. Taking the fat member in both her hands, she jacked it hard, while gazing at the man’s euphoric face. 


  “I think I should tie you down and torture you,” she spat out. 


  He moaned a bit, and then suddenly jerked from his sexual reverie, saying groggily, “Whaddaya say?’


  “That I should like to tie you down the way you tie me.”


  “Like hell, you will!”


  “Ooo, you are so magnificent when you’re angry,” she cocked her head, letting her red hair tumble to the side, as the curls once piled atop her head fell into a sensuous disarray about her white freckled shoulders. 


  “You gonna fuck me or not?” the miffed man raised his head and stared her down. 


  “Oh, you know exactly what I’m going to do,” she seethed. Her hands still held his wondrous prick. They began working again, double time, double fast, making certain that her lover could do nothing more than fall back against the mattress and moan with pleasure. 


  Satisfied with his response, the redhead rose to her knees and moved forward, positioning her pussy at the top of his penis head. She swayed teasingly, while the wetness dripping from her pussy mingled with his wet pre-cum and her internal muscles tightened in expectation. While her hair flailed back and forth about her shoulders, her pussy danced on his tip of his prick until he was practically begging to impale her. Then she finally let her throbbing hole slip over the slick rod, so that the fine stalk was buried deep within her. 


  “Come ‘ere,” he said, pulling her down to him as their groins rocked together in a steady rhythm. He held her tightly, crushing her big breasts against his chest, feeling her hot nipples press into him like bullets. He could have easily climaxed in a matter of minutes, but he wanted more from her than something this sexually simple. Reaching down, he felt her ass, gave the bounty a few good squeezes, enough to make her answer with a ringing, “Ouch! You brute!”


  “Take it, bitch,” he warned her. 


  She wriggled down on him more and squeezed her inner muscles about his prick. 


  He responded, squeezing her ass even harder, then he moved his fingers deep into her anal cleft to find the puckering hole of her anus. As his scheme took shape in his mind, he moistened his fingers in the messy bath where her cunt met his cock. Then with a merry determination, he inserted two, then three fingers into her asshole with little regard as to how the rude invasion felt to her.


  “Yeeah!” she came up breathless as the crude entry sent a nasty jolt throughout her body.


  “Humm, don’t you protest, slut,” he purred in her ear. “You love it!”


  It had been some weeks since he’d been in her ass with anything—fingers, fist or cock—and she’d almost forgotten the raunchy pleasure of a good ass screw. But the more he worked the opening, jabbing his fingers deep within, the more her memory of that unique satisfaction returned. Though it was an awkward reach, in short order he managed to have made sufficient space inside her ass for his four fingers with the thumb tucked between them. He fucked her rudely then with a double penetration that made the redhead delirious and a bit mad. “Oh, oh, oh,” she panted rapidly as the two holes spasmed. Her entire body jerked crazily. She was about to come, but not quite there. 


  Suddenly, just before the pleasure peaked, her lover pulled his hand from her ass. While keeping her cunt firmly impaled with his cock, he grabbed her about the waist, rocked to his side, and rolled her over on her back, his hips now astride her hips. 


  “Gotcha now!” he rose up from her chest and pinned her hands above her head. Holding them with one hand, he then fumbled at the bedside stand for a scarf. Finding what he was hunting for, he tied her wrists together and fastened the loose end of the scarf to a slat in the metal bed frame. “There! You think you can tie me!”


  “Ooo, you horrible man,” she whined, although there was little displeasure in the act. She stared up at him with eyes blazing, “Please, darling, just fuck me!”


  “Oh, indeed I will.” Keeping himself propped up on his arms, he pounded her with powerful thrusts, driving his cock into her with relentless zeal. 


  She was oblivious to his cruelly lit eyes or the scowl on his face. She was oblivious even when he sat back on her groin and slapped her tits until both were red. Her hips thrashed back and forth; it was a rocky ride. “Yes, darling yes!” She was coming. “Harder! More! Yes, yes yes!”


  “Oh, yes, you’ll get it hard, little bitch.” He pulled his cock from her pussy, leaving her groaning as her latest orgasm slipped away. Moving off, he tossed her to her stomach, and raised her hips high. While her head and chest and bound hands remained shoved to the mattress, she swayed her naughty bottom before his lust filled eyes. 


  “Been too long since I’ve been in your ass,” he declared, while working the hole again with his fingers. He slapped her ass cheeks, bringing a bright pink glow to the pearly surface. 


  If he’d started on her cold, she might have hated every smack, but not now. Now, the hurt just fueled the furnace and the furnace roared with fire. 


  He fingered her asshole again, this time shoving as much of his hand into her rectum as would easily go. He could have forced it all inside, but that he’d do another day. 


  “Yes, yes, fuck my ass!” he finally heard her cry. 


  “My pleasure, dear whore,” he said with a good deal of mirth. Exchanging his hand for his cock, he shoved his prick between her cheeks, far beyond the opening, and began a steady rhythm, with his thighs slapping noisily against her rear end.


  The redhead exploded in orgasm almost instantly, and for all his desire to wait and let the orgasm build slowly, he couldn’t hold back the powerful force. With a few swift thrusts into the tight-muscled channel, he came, spewing himself deep into her entrails, as he cried out something unintelligible in the guttural language of sexual climax. 


  “You ever going to untie me?” Angelica looked imploringly at Jonas. She batted her lashes at him flirtatiously, a bit penitently, knowing that he was better wooed with sweetness than demands. Her green eyes danced with glee.


  “Maybe,” he said lifting himself from the bed. He poured some water into the porcelain basin on the washstand and began to wash himself.


  “I really should get to work, darling,” Angelica piped up again. “You know Mrs. Whittier when she’s cross.”


  “No, I don’t think I do,” Jonas said flatly. “I try to stay away from the old bag if at all possible.”


  “She’s not an old bag. It’s just her arthritis that makes her complain.” The redhead twisted in her scarf bondage, hoping to draw Jonas’ attention to her. 


  “Well, then, she should retire and let you take over.”


  “Would be nice. But I wouldn’t count on it.”


  “Save me having to make my deliveries. I could concentrate on what’s important.”


  “And I support you?”


  “I’m self-supporting,” he snapped indignantly. “It’s just that art sometimes takes time.”


  “You think that newspaper is art?” she said gently.


  “Art of the common people, and it’s gaining readers every day.”


  “Every day until the authorities shut you down for peddling smut.”


  “Smut sells, dear girl. As long as I have enough readers in fancy suits, I know I’ll be safe. I give them what they can’t get anywhere else, a little tease. Most of their wives have gone so dry their cunts would crack if they got fucked.”


  “Thought men like that had their whores.”


  “Some, but that’s always a dirty business. The Journal appeals to the men too scared to take the risk.”


  Angelica was quiet for a moment, then she finally suggested, “Maybe you should put a picture of me in the rag.”


  “Don’t call it a rag.” He was annoyed. 


  “I’m sorry. Still, you could take pictures of me.”


  He turned to her as he finished washing his genitals and studied the picture she made for him. Though his eyes were fixed on her, his mind seemed far away. “Maybe.”


  “Maybe? Why maybe?”


  “I don’t know what I’m looking for…” his voice trailed off as he lost himself in thought. 


  “Not me?” she said a bit despondently. She twisted more.


  “Yes, you, darling, but you’re too much like…” He stopped. 


  “Like what?”


  He didn’t answer, just shook his head. 


  “What are you not saying, Jonas?” she pressed. 


  He moved to the bed and leaned over her grinning. “You’re getting awfully testy for a woman all tied up.” 


  She smiled to pacify him. “But I really have to go to work.”


  “Yes, so you do,” he agreed. He reluctantly untied the scarf and slapped her ass as she bolted from the bed. She playfully slapped him back and darted for the toilet. Her round ass jiggled and her breasts swayed back and forth. She was a lovely picture. 


  ***


  “Angelica Barth,” the redhead introduced herself to the new girl in the shop. 


  “Aimee Wynn Bloom,” the new girl ducked her head a bit humbly and smiled as she went about her work, carefully logging items in a ledger. 


  “You don’t like to be friendly?” Angelica queried, as she leaned casually against the counter. 


  “Oh, yes I do,” Aimee’s head shot up. “It’s just that this is my first day, and I want to make a good impression.”


  “You’ve already made a good impression, if you were hired. You’ll learn quickly that Emma’s a sweet old thing with hardly any brains left.”


  “Humm. She didn’t strike me that way.”


  The door to the shop suddenly jangled and a man dressed in a dark formal suit walked in, moving directly to the counter. Both young women stood up a little straighter, Angelica nodding to the gentleman rather formally. 


  “You’re new,” he said to Aimee. He didn’t ask as much as state the obvious.


  “Yes, sir. And how may I help you?” She spoke politely in a humble manner that was both natural and endearing. She was a bit nervous for she’d never seen a man like the one who addressed her now.


  “A pouch of tobacco and a tin of shortbread,” he said.


  Aimee moved for the items, while Angelica stared at the man for a minute. “Nice to see you, sir,” she said as she pulled away from the counter and went to work sorting fresh vegetables in a bin. 


  The gentleman nodded and returned his gaze to Aimee, who by then had packaged his purchase and added the total of his bill. Money changed hands and the man nodded pleasantly as he turned to leave. 


  “Oh, my! I’ve never seen anyone like that,” Aimee whispered when he was out the door. Her face was flushed, and her heart beat rather strangely, while the oddest fluttering sensation warmed her belly. She couldn’t fathom why. “His skin is so dark.” She stared at the front window in awe, as she watched the man retreating in the distance.


  “He’s African. His name is Mr. Rys,” Angelica said flatly. 


  “Really? He is rather charming, not a savage at all.”


  “And you’re fresh off the farm, aren’t you?” Angelica laughed. “This is the 20th century, girl. Africans don’t have to be savages any more than the rest of us. Trust me though, they can be divine in bed,” she said with a knowing twinkle in her green eyes. 


  Aimee, who had never heard such blunt talk, kept silent. 


  “Don’t mind me, hon. If anything, I’m always direct on just about any matter.” She smiled and resumed her task, pinching fresh melons and grapefruit.


  Aimee went back to her work, nursing that crude and savage sensation she was feeling inside her underwear.


  The shop closed at six o’clock. After the door was latched and the front light turned out, Aimee and Angelica swept it clean preparing for another day. Emma Whittier, teetering on her cane, watched, nodding all the while, with a vapid smile on her ancient face. Once the store was cleaned to Emma’s satisfaction, the girls were free to go. 


  “So, you are really new in town, huh?” Angelica wondered, as they put on their coats and Aimee picked up her bag. 


  “That’s what I said,” she stated. She was still a little unsure of Angelica. Though she was quite friendly and certainly very blunt, there was something about her she didn’t trust, an underlying cunning, perhaps. A girlish thing, reminiscent of cliquish friends from her school days.


  “And no place to stay?” Angelica when on. 


  “I made inquires about several ladies hotels. Emma says there’s a very nice one just down the street.”


  “That dreary old place?” the redhead screwed up her nose. “I wouldn’t spend my last night on earth in that stuffy fleabag.” The fearless Angelica suddenly grabbed Aimee by the hand and led her out the door. “You’re going home with me,” she said firmly. “And no arguments.” 


  Aimee stopped in her tracks. “But I couldn’t impose on you.”


  “It’s no imposition. There’s a vacant room in our boardinghouse and I’d love to have you there.” 


  The deal was settled just that quickly. Aimee was too overwhelmed by the effusive Angelica to protest further. Without further discussion, the two were out the door and headed in a direction opposite where Aimee would have gone, apparently bound for the boardinghouse where Angelica lived. 


  Aimee viewed the old brick house and its broad front porch, scrutinizing every line and angle, feeling a little disappointed in the tacky, worn exterior—especially when this had been touted as the better of her alternatives. But it was too late to change her mind about her lodgings for the night. The sun had dwindled down to nothing, about to extinguish itself in the Western sky. She was in a strange city, knowing only a shopkeeper and the rambunctious Angelica. What choice did she have?


  “Aw… I know it don’t look like much, but just wait until you’re inside. Then, its charm will climb right into your bones.” Angelica giggled darkly and dashed up the stairs, expecting Aimee to follow her. The fast moving redhead was practically inside before her reluctant protégé took the first step. Give her credit—Angelica’s confidence was infectious, so that with a bright surge of optimism, Aimee chased after her, now worried that she’d be left behind. 


  The light inside the boardinghouse at twilight was thick and yellowish… gaslights hanging on the papered walls had just been turned on. Each one radiated a grimy and yet mellow glow. And like seductive fingers would, they drew Aimee into a steamy atmosphere ripe with sexual overtones. The sexuality wasn’t so much an idea in her mind as it was a feeling creeping about her insides. The wondrous sensation of lust that startled her that afternoon when she waited on the black man surfaced again, grinding now like a machine inside her belly. 


  “This is Mickey,” Angelica rushed on in front of her, introducing a freckle-faced gangly youth, “and Israel. He’s Jewish,” she said of a somber looking man wearing a black turtleneck sweater. His curly hair drooped into his sorrowful eyes, making him look even gloomier for it. “And Jessica,” the redhead turned to a slouching blonde in a royal blue silk wrapper. There was a Chinese painting embroidered on the back of the robe, which Aimee was inspired to study. But then Angelica was off again and refusing to leave her charge behind. After making brief eye contact with the lovely Jessica—who offered her a sly half smile filled with innuendo enough to make her shudder—she was again at Angelica’s side.


  “This is Terrance,” Angelica introduced her to another of the rooming house boarders. Aimee shook hands with the smiling fellow, finding herself blushing as she gazed at his handsome face. “I think you’ll be fast friends,” Angelica told them. Aimee almost wilted as the young man calmly smiled. She’d remember little but that smile once they parted company—though it was enough to dote on for hours. Diverted yet again, Angelica insisted that Aimee follow her. “Celia, dear… this is Aimee,” she rattled off another quick introduction, then the pair moved swiftly up the stairs and down a corridor, while the residents of the boardinghouse seemed to pop out of the walls to greet her and then disappear again. Had Angelica choreographed their entrance? Aimee wondered. That was impossible, and yet it had the character of a frenetic dance. “And here’s home,” the redhead stopped abruptly in front of an open door at the end of the upstairs hall. “Not much; none of the rooms are, but you’ll be glad to know that I’m right next door.”


  Aimee hesitated, a little out-of-breath, her head spinning. She looked inside the room feeling a big dazed.


  “Yes, I know it’s small, but there’s really all you need right here. Jonas thinks it’s the best room in the house for the view from the window.


  “Who’s Jonas?” Aimee turned to her friend.


  “My lover. He’s a photographer and a newspaperman. A real artist. Dreamy. A little dark—but not like Mr. Rys is dark,” she talked on, while Aimee tried to make sense of her surroundings. The room where she found herself was indeed small, with just a bed, a chair, a dresser and a nightstand. She’d been hoping for something bigger. “You can always use the front room, or mine, for that matter,” Angelica suggested as she noted Aimee’s less than enthusiastic reaction. “We’re very open in this house. And besides, you’ll never find any place as nice, or people as grand as the ones here.”


  “No?” Aimee asked softly.


  “Of course not. Get yourself settled and we’ll raid the kitchen for dinner. Just knock on the door when you’re ready.”


  Later that evening, Aimee sat quietly in her room, pondering her existence, her day in the mercantile, and especially her new surroundings. She pondered Angelica too, thinking that she’d really have to put her foot down with that woman. She wouldn’t continue being led about like a found puppy. But that was another matter. She surveyed the space; it was decent enough and she should probably stay. Yet, the whirlwind of unexpected activity that occurred as she was swept from the shop left her confused and perhaps a bit annoyed… if not annoyed, at the very least, it ruffled the calm resolve that began this journey. She felt less in control of herself, more at the whims of those around her, particularly the divine Miss Angelica. Yes, she was divine! Beautiful, charming, glib, witty, sure-of-herself without any doubt, and sexy. There were few women she’d ever think that about—about being sexy—but there was no mistaking Angelica’s sexual character, even when she tried, well sort of tried, to mute it at the mercantile. 


  Aimee wanted to be with her, touch her, talk to her, sit with her a while and soak up the atmosphere she created around her. While the boardinghouse frightened her for reasons she had yet to understand, she was least afraid with the vivacious redhead at her side. 


  There was a knock on the door. What fortuitous timing!


  “I thought I told you to come see me!” Angelica burst through the door when she heard no response to her knock. 


  “I was planning on that, but I was just wondering about this room… and who lived here last?”


  “Let’s see… her name was Desiree. Cute thing; wasn’t here too long—a few months, but then she took off one day. No one’s seen her since.”


  “That’s too bad. I hope nothing terrible happened to her.”


  “I doubt it. Some girls fit in here and some don’t. They certainly don’t owe me any explanation.”


  “Were you good friends with her?”


  “No, not really,” there seemed to be something Angelica wasn’t saying, a bit of uneasiness with these questions, “she latched on to one of the men here and stuck close to him most of the time. I suppose they had a quarrel and she thought that it would be easier to leave than stay. But she’s gone now and you’re here … so, come join me,” she said, holding out her hand as a parent does for a small child, and then she gave the room a quick going over, adding, “You know this room is a bit small.” She smiled. Gathering Aimee as she’d gather her brood of young, she pulled the girl willingly into the big bedroom next door. 


  For a moment, Aimee stared in wide-eyed wonder. This was exactly the kind of place she was looking for when she thought of moving to the city. There were big windows on two sides of the room, an especially fine one in the corner, which was part of the turret that ran up the side of the building. The wallpaper was yellow, bright and cheery, even in the dim glow of the antique gas lanterns that were lit about the room. The sumptuous feel of the room warmed her spirits and chased away the chill. 


  Surprisingly, the bed was not the focal point of the room. There was an easel in one corner next to the turret window, a lounging settee, a claw foot table strewn with newspapers, and a mess of camera equipment scattered about. It appeared as if someone was perpetually busy doing important things. 


  “Where’s Jonas?” Aimee asked. She could feel the masculine aura as if this Jonas were imbued in every stirring atom… and then in the sight of certain items—a shaving cup and brush left on the table, cigars on the mantel of an old fireplace, a leather belt across a chair, socks and underwear thrown in a corner, and a shiny motorcycle parked by the door. Her body suddenly responded with a renewed surge of sexual expectancy. If Angelica were the epitome of the female sexual animal, wouldn’t her lover be the male counterpart? 


  “Jonas? Ah! He’s chasing down some story,” Angelica flitted toward the window and looked out. “Probably won’t be back tonight until very late. That’s why I want you here…” she returned to Aimee, “it’s a perfect occasion to get to know you, Aimee Wynn Bloom.”


  The redhead sat on the brocade settee and poured two glasses of wine. “Here, you could use some libation after the day you’ve had.”


  “You think I’ve had a bad day?”


  “Bad? That’s all perspective, don’t you think? Bad and good are just value judgments. I imagine your day was a challenging one, considering where you came from and where you’ve landed.”


  “I will agree with you there,” Aimee said meekly, while nursing the glass in her hand, running a finger over the rim and then dipping it in and swirling the wine. She’d never had a drink of liquor in her life and became self-consciousness of her awkwardness. She blushed, then childishly licked her finger and sat up straight in her chair—looking a bit like she’d been caught doing something naughty.


  While she deliberately adjusted herself, her new friend stared at her from where she casually reclined on the settee. Her gaze was careful, worried and questioning. 


  “You just have no idea what’s going to happen, do you?”


  “Happen?”


  “With your life, silly. Do I have to lead you in everything?”


  “You don’t have to lead me anywhere,” Aimee answered right back, immediately wondering if she sounded cross. She certainly hadn’t meant to.


  “You beg to be led, darling, and I’m just the one to lead you. Doesn’t mean you’re weak or foolish, just that you’re new in a big place. Why, you’ve already proven to have extraordinary pluck just arriving here.”


  “And where would you lead me?” Aimee wondered. 


  Angelica responded to the question with an impish smile. “Humm. Why don’t we start with sex?”


  “Sex?!”


  “And why not?”


  “Because… because… I don’t talk about sex with anyone.”


  “And why not?”


  She was all flustered, and her cheeks were suddenly blooming as pink as the pair of roses that had been stuffed into a vase right next to her—next to the shaving cup and the lather encrusted brush, and the newspapers that flapped a bit in a sudden draft of air.


  “Have you ever had sex?”


  Aimee’s blush continued to warm her cheeks… or maybe it was the wine making her entire body glow and her head feel as if it would float away. “No,” she stated simply, “but I have had my thoughts.” She mentally told herself that she should not be thinking these odd thoughts, let alone mention them to a near stranger. 


  “Tell me.”


  Any other time, Aimee would never have uttered a word about her secrets fantasies, but the mood, the ambient setting and Angelica’s wide-open expression of acceptance created an atmosphere where self-revelation seemed easy. Aimee giggled for a moment, then she stared at the bed. “I suppose you and Jonas have sex a lot?”


  “Honey, we can’t keep our hands off each other,” the woman confessed. 


  “Has he ever tied you?” It was the first thing on her mind and the wine made the question easy to ask—even though the subject seemed too naughty and daring to mention. 


  Angelica cocked her head, looking amused. “Why, yes he has, all the time in fact.”


  “And you like that?”


  “I love it! Oh, my, how I do love it! Feeling myself squirm with my hands and feet bound, being totally helpless. It’s quite a rush! Sometimes he blindfolds me. I have no idea what he’ll do next. I’m scared and shaking, but that only makes my cunt flood like a swollen river and my thighs tremble to take him in.”


  Aimee quaked at her blunt talk, then gulped a big swallow of wine. “I think about that,” she admitted in a small voice. This was so bizarre, confessing her deepest secrets, exposing herself so candidly to a girl she hardly knew.


  “But if you’ve never made love, why do you suppose you’d think that way?”


  “I don’t understand it. For as long as I can remember, I’ve had these funny thoughts in my head. Really terrible thoughts. They scare me… and oh, they make me weak.”


  “Then you must play with yourself… masturbate. See where your naughty, funny, scandalous thoughts lead you.”


  The heat in her body got worse, as Angelica’s blunt advice hit home. 


  “I do. Some nights, I can’t go to sleep. But when I play, when that thing happens—” Her blush deepened, “I can’t stop. I just keep on until I’m exhausted. I want something that’s not there. What could that be?”


  “A cock, of course,” Angelica giggled, feeling almost overwhelmed by Aimee’s naiveté. 


  “Is that it?”


  “Oh, darling,” she was exasperated, “you’re so adolescent, so untried, so pure.” She sat up on the settee, so that she could touch the girl. “Drink your wine, all of it. You need to get drunk and crazy.”


  “But I…” 


  “Drink!” her tone was commanding, but then her mood turned on a dime, and she quite gently caressed Aimee’s thigh. With a seductive gleam in her green eyes, Angelica continued the caress, carefully lifting the material of Aimee’s dress inch by inch, until she found bare skin. “Open your thighs for me,” she spoke in a whisper.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Making sex less empty for you.”


  “But I … ”


  “Shush,” she purred softly, letting one hand drift between the girl’s virgin thighs. The other hand cupped her neck from behind and drew Aimee’s head down, bringing her lips close enough to kiss. Their lips touched gently. Gently again. And then again, as Angelica’s fingers made their way beyond the lacy undergarments covering Aimee’s groin. 


  “Ah, I-I can’t take this,” the girl tried to pull away. 


  “No, you’re wrong. You can take this and more. You’re doing just fine. Don’t fight what you feel.” Angelica whispered so softly, so persuasively as they continued to kiss that Aimee could no longer resist her physical urges. They stunned her with an energy and force unlike anything she’d felt before. Within minutes, the buttons on their dresses opened and their clothes began to fall away, along with any hint of modesty.


  “I don’t know what to do… ” Aimee cried a bit. Her face became pained, though it was clear that the excited young woman could hardly contain the rapturous feelings of sexual heat that invaded her body. 


  “Make love to me,” Angelica persisted, as she pulled her virginal new friend onto the settee with her and they began to grope. 


  The touch of hands along her hips, about her breasts, and over the silky softness of her pubic mound extracted pleasure that was like torture for an innocent girl who’d never unleashed her desires in a real physical form. Aimee’s belly surged with need, while her entire being fell into the soft cushion of Angelica’s voluptuous flesh. Their urgent hands sought more with each grasp and grope. 


  The redhead devoured Aimee with a shower of kisses to her breasts. She bit and sucked and lapped at her nipples until they became engorged and purple, hot, like two tiny furnaces of fire, that when pressed against her chest burned holes into the skin. How new this was for her to have an untried lover. Aimee was a feast of unanswered passion. With every move, new gesture, bite or kiss, a fiery surge of wanting desire poured free. 


  Although the novice was erratic and unskilled, her instincts were sound, as if she were listening to the forces of nature for detailed instructions on making love. Relentlessly pressing on, her body led where her mind might be inclined to question or falter. Her inhibitions were lifted away from the restraints that had once been so tightly wound about her that she had failed every time a lover sought more from her than a passionate kiss. Perhaps it had been that interrupted kiss in the woodshed and her aunt’s angry judgment that closed off her pleasure. She certainly wasn’t failing now… 


  But with a woman! How unnatural, how vulgar! Although her mind tried to convince her that this was wrong, her body found the intimate affection curiously natural. She craved this as much as she craved the kiss, or touch, or the hot breath of a man on her skin.


  As Angelica moved down Aimee’s body, the virgin quivered from deep in her core. Then the spasms began as Angelica’s mouth and tongue reached her belly, swirled about her navel teasingly, and then traveled further south to the gorge between her legs. The lusty redhead parted her outer sex lips and lowered her head to the purplish clitoris at the center. The throbbing thing felt as if it were about to burst. With an expert tongue, the redhead licked Aimee’s softest places long and hard, as if she’d lick ice cream from a cone. 


  Lost in the moment, Aimee fell back against the settee and widened her legs to allow her friend better access to her steamy crotch. Her ravenous body craved more, while her mind, loosened from its stringent rules by the potent wine, flooded with savage pictures of herself she’d seen only during those rare moments of physical glory when she dared to peer into her darkest dreams. The nasty pictures came to her now without restraint, without apology, and commanded her attention. As she laid herself wide open to the sexual attack, she grasped Angelica’s beautiful hair in her hands and pushed her more deeply into her crotch, with a fire and determination quite unlike her normally timid nature. 


  The experienced teacher was hardly put out by the forward move. She was laughing inside at the debauched display this innocent made of her lust. She bit Aimee’s clitoris, while listening to the sounds of her hums and groans of reply. Her tongue delved into the shadowy opening, pressing itself as far as it would go, while tasting the pungent tang and drinking in the sweetness of Aimee’s fragrant sex. Soon, her fingers joined the exploration going deeper into the humid cavern. Her tongue proceeded further downward to the darker orifice below. 


  Aimee’s muscles tightly protected her rectum from invasion, but the sudden feel of Angelica’s tongue rimming her anus caused such an immediate shock that she slackened the tight grip. Her entire body began to ease with another show of crudity having its unexpected effect. The passion gained on her, overtaking any attempt to halt what was inevitable. 


  “Oh, my gawwwwwwwwwwd!” her lips repeated over and again, even as her lilting voice turned guttural. The torrid and spasmodic surges began to make her come. “Ah, yesssssss,” she heatedly answered the rude sensations caused by Angelica’s artful lapping. Mad with desire, her cunt rose up to meet that devouring mouth. “Yes, more, yes, in my ass!” she insisted. As her female lover poked her tongue into that forbidden territory, Aimee gripped the locks of Angelica’s red hair and rode that tongue and face. “YES, my gawd yes!” she nearly screamed, as her body freed itself of any remaining restraint. Her orgasm ripped through her groin and belly like waves splashing all around her in a choppy sea. But the climax didn’t end with one jolting orgasm; it continued for two, three, then four biting, powerful orgasmic surges. 


  Angelica’s face was now awash in a bath of Aimee’s juices. As she continued to lick and suck the girl’s ripe crotch right through each of her grinding phases of rapture, her mind was filled with crude pictures of the virgin’s demise coming clearly into focus. What a find! What serendipitous luck to have stumbled on this innocent slut in the most unexpected of places! And what good fortune to have brought her here where she could tutor the girl in the joys of hedonistic pleasure!


  At the very end, Aimee slumped back against the settee, and Angelica pulled away from her. 


  “My word, girl, you been storing that one up too long!”


  “Oh, my! What have I done?” she was in a drunken erotic bliss, still feeling the sensuous aftereffects swim pleasantly through her body. Every atom in her tingled, her head was dizzy, and her mind was a scattered and disjointed mess of paradox. 


  “You’ve had sex,” Angelica replied, as if she needed to spell out what was clearly obvious.


  “Yes, I suppose so… ” Aimee could barely speak. 


  “Come here, dear.” Angelica had popped up off the settee and was once again pulling her charge along, this time toward the rumpled mass of sheets on the big four-posted bed. “We’ll be more comfortable here.” Aimee slumped to the mattress as she was told, with Angelica curled in next to her and gently kissing her face. “So pretty you are, especially like this.”


  With the wine finally loosening its grasp, Aimee slowly came to her senses and she began to think more clearly. “Shouldn’t I … uh, reciprocate?” she tentatively offered.


  “Aw, you’ll get plenty of opportunity to do me. Right now, I think you need your rest.”


  “But I don’t want to rest,” she spat out like a petulant kid. 


  “You need to rest, trust me, darling.” The redhead’s hand lightly danced over Aimee’s naked hip—hardly helping Aimee to relax.


  She suddenly stared down at herself. “Why, I’m naked! How did that happen?”


  “Yes, and I’m naked too! Isn’t that a surprise?” Angelica’s eyes glittered merrily. She soothed her friend with the tender caress of her hand. Though this one did not raise the girl’s desires again, but seemed to calm what fire remained. Aimee felt washed clean, even buoyant. And very much naughty. “I can’t believe this.”


  “But how lucky for you that we discovered your hidden secrets.” 


  “Yes, I suppose so. But you’re…”


  “I’m what?”


  She hated to say anything that would ruin the mood, but her confusion had to be allayed. “You’re a woman!”


  “Yes, I guess I am, titties, cunt and all!” Angelica laughed. 


  “It’s not what I expected.”


  “Oh, I don’t think sex ever is. The imagination is such a trickster, lays out all these beautiful plans, and where do they go? Get screwed up the minute your lover walks in the door, because he—or she—is not what you imagined him to be, and the sex takes all kinds of twists and adventures you hadn’t planned on. But the beauty of it is—if you drop your expectations—you get to enjoy the moment as it unfolds, with all the surprises, all the crazy, scary elements that make you explode. Just watching you discover that fact, darling, was the most exciting thing. But don’t think about it. You think too much! Your head’s too pretty to be swimming in the clouds or in a stew.”


  “Perhaps you’re right,” Aimee settled back on the bed, feeling the soft cushion comfort and warm her body, which had suddenly taken chill. 


  Angelica drew up the covers and the two lay face-to-face casually kissing, and then they relaxed for a time in a dreamy slumber.


  “My God! Yes, that’s it! That’s the expression I’m looking for!”


  Suddenly awakened by the shocking sound of the male voice crying out in exclamation, the sensuous females looked up, Angelica looking over her shoulder at her boyfriend, Jonas. 


  “What expression, darling?” she sleepily asked. 


  “On that girl’s face. You don’t mind, do you…?” He rushed toward Aimee. “I want to take your photograph.”


  “What? My photograph?” Aimee’s bleary eyes could hard focus and her mind remained in a blur. 


  While she watched awestruck, the young man flew about the room, tossing this and that aside, looking for his camera. “Sit up,” he said, when he finally found it. 


  “But I’m naked,” she protested while holding the sheet tightly to her chin. 


  “So?”


  “But take a picture?”


  “Oh, go ahead and do it. No one’s going to see it,” Angelica urged her. “Jonas is a photographer, and this is art.”


  “Me? Art?”


  “Of course, girl!” Jonas was rushing forward, gently, urgently pulling her upright. While Aimee permitted him to fix her in the right position, she remained stunned by this stranger’s presumptuous behavior. 


  Although she sat up, she refused to let go of the sheets.


  “Hey, ease up for me, girl. You look perfect,” he said as he backed away and grabbed for his camera. “Yes. Now just look at me over your shoulder. Don’t turn too much. Yes, perfect.” He snapped the picture he wanted and then another, saying, “That’s it, don’t smile exactly, just think about what you were just doing with Angelica. Yes. Yes,” his excitement crescendoed as Aimee’s expression evolved from stunned to one of wonder. She couldn’t think about anything; she was too flustered to put any real cognitive effort into the moment. Apparently, that suited this bold stranger for he was busy snapping pictures of her at various angles, while she followed him with her eyes.


  “Good. Perfect. Now just let go of the sheets,” he said, while with a quick tug of his hand, he pulled the sheets away.


  She almost grabbed them back, but she had become so mesmerized by the man himself that she couldn’t refuse him. She gazed at his amazed expression in wonder, seeing him almost swoon a bit dizzily as he viewed the roundness of her breasts and her pink, half-erect nipples. She blushed immediately, while at the same time feeling a surge of warmth spread through her crotch. 


  “Just put your hands at your side … no, no, wait! Just one hand between your thighs.”


  Aimee instantly revolted. “No!” 


  “It’s just art, darling,” Angelica tried soothing her ruffled feathers. The redhead was on her feet now, poised naked before her, considering Aimee’s pose just as Jonas was carefully surveying his reluctant model. 


  Angelica’s twin breasts jiggled erotically before Aimee’s eyes, and a new lust was born in her. She’d never really gazed at a woman’s nude body and the picture left her breathless. All that bounty of pretty pink flesh quivered invitingly before her dazzled eyes. With Aimee so transfixed, Angelica moved forward, and with no objection from the girl, placed Aimee’s hand where Jonas wanted it. Then she backed off and stood behind him, while the photographer took two pictures. Thinking he was finished, Jonas turned away, but a brief glimpse of Aimee’s reflection in the mirror brought him back.


  “Ah! Wonderful!” he exclaimed with renewed excitement. “Sit still now and I’ll get your reflection too. Yes, and leave your hand where it is. Right, perfect, but just a little further down there between your legs … you know …”


  “What?”


  “A bit more toward your pussy, like you’re getting off.”


  “What? Please … I’ve never posed naked.”


  “Of course, you’ve never posed naked. That’s exactly what makes you the perfect model.”


  Overcome by shame and lust, by desire and fear, she grabbed for the sheet again.


  But the photographer shocked her into stopping, barking a very commanding, “No!” that made her whole body quake with fear. He backed off smiling. “You’re doing just fine. Good God, you’re naked. You’ve just made love to my lover. You’re already posing. Get a little daring.”


  As if she wasn’t already daring? “But I …”


  “Just another shot, one more. That’s all I need.”


  “For what?”


  He stopped abruptly and thought a minute. “Nothing really. I just love to capture women at their vulnerable moments, don’t I Angelica?” He turned to his girlfriend for confirmation and Angelica just grinned. 


  ***


  The following day seemed to go much like the previous one, including a girlish session of giggling revelations between Aimee and her new friend over a glass of burgundy wine. When they didn’t make love that evening, Aimee was almost disappointed, but Jonas came home in a bad mood and Angelica quietly motioned her to go. The third day after work, Aimee stayed in her room, waiting for Angelica to come fetch her as she had before. When she didn’t, and on hearing some commotion in the hallway, she poked her head out her door to see what was happening on the other side. 


  Jonas was noisily coming up the stairs, roaring angrily, “Angelica!” 


  He roared again when he reached the top. “Angelica! Here! Now!”


  The girl came bounding out the door as she jerked it open.


  “You little slut!” the man seethed with rage.


  “What did I do?” she stepped back, while trying to deal with the shock of her angry lover’s impending attack. 


  “You know very well …” he went for her. 


  Instead of pushing her into their room where they might deal with the affair in private, he pulled onto the balcony and shoved her over the railing face forward. He tore at her skirts, pulling them up and over her bottom, until he found the flesh he was looking for. Then with a surprisingly adroit move, he unbuckled his belt at his waist and pulled it free. 


  “What are you doing?” The astounded Angelica fought to understand his quarrel. 


  In Aimee’s mind, however, her normally assertive friend was surprisingly placid, given the fact that Jonas was about to open up on her naked behind—well, almost naked behind. One last required move to bare her ass was easily accomplished when he swiftly yanked her panties down. There she was, flung forward over the banister rail, her skirt up, her panties down, her pink ass gleaming in the yellowish glow of the lantern light. 


  By then, a crowd had formed about the garish show. From nearly every room, there were faces peering out of doors with interest, as if they’d been invited to watch. Perhaps they had been, since Jonas chose to proceed with this show in the open. A few stood on the stairs looking up at the awkward angle, and Aimee stood as close as anyone, as mesmerized as the others were by the amazing display. There, unashamedly before at least a dozen boardinghouse residents, Jonas gave his girlfriend a sound beating. He flailed her ass with the belt repeatedly, until no one close enough to see her flesh would fail to notice the bounteous orbs made hot and red. While the man put all his anger into the effort, Angelica grunted and screamed, and, for a time, she even wriggled about as if she were trying to get away. But as soon as she was about to get free, Jonas stopped long enough to jerk her back. After twice restraining her attempts to flee, he pinned her with his free arm. He held her torso firmly against the rail with such a firm hand that she gave up any further attempt to wrest herself from his grasp. She leaned over the rail, holding on tight, as much aware of the dangerous fall awaiting her on the other side of the rail, as she was the thick leather pelting her ass. It seemed to Aimee that Angelica’s efforts at liberation were only half-hearted, as if she accepted the inevitable, and it wasn’t worth the battle to fight the stronger Jonas. She was going to lose this one regardless.


  In time, the beating took on a very different quality. Jonas’ anger abated, and to Aimee’s surprise, Angelica looked clearly aroused. As the blows came down in a methodical beat, with more hot leather over her hot skin, the girl began to move her hips against the railing. There was no doubt that her pussy was rubbing the wood with each swaying motion. The angle was perfect. As close as Aimee was to the scene, she could even see between Angelica’s legs, the wet folds of her girlfriend’s pubic lips glistening with the evidence of female dew. She was getting off!


  The moans of pain had turned into moans of pleasure, warm and sumptuous refrains prior to climax. At one point, Aimee looked down the balcony to her left and saw the fine looking Terrance massaging the crotch of his pants. He looked back at her intently—no smile, just the lusty expression of arousal as his eyes invited Aimee’s response. She blushed, then turned back to the scene, which seemed safer than the hot young fellow and his torrid gaze. 


  She figured that one wrong, however. Angelica was suddenly showing signs of coming. She tensed, her body going rigid, while at the same time Jonas stopped with his belt. He moved to her backside, reaching into her crotch from behind. Aimee couldn’t see what he was doing, but it wasn’t hard to guess that the whipped girl was coming hard and nastily against his invading hand. “Oh, gawd, jeeeeeeeez!” As the banister shook, Aimee held her breath. For a moment, she was afraid that the pair would loosen the screws and topple forward, railing and all to the first floor. Time seemed to slow for a moment, and everything blurred—the attentive audience, the girl, the man, and Aimee—all the elements suspended in a moment that seemed to have no end. 


  The spell was broken when Jonas pulled himself off his girlfriend. Like two dragon’s eyes boring hot holes in her, Jonas’s focus suddenly shifted to Aimee. Had his rage returned? No. This was something different, calmer, but just as frightening. If anything, instead of hot, it was very cold and calculating. “Come here, girl,” he motioned to Aimee. 


  Aimee stood stock still, frozen in place with her feet unable to budge from the spot. 


  “Come on,” he said more urgently, as he lifted Angelica off the railing and dragged her into their room. He stood at the door, holding out his hand for Aimee and beckoning her with his fingers—the same fingers that had just been inside the randy woman’s wet snatch and were still gleaming with her juices. 


  Too scared and too curious not to obey what sounded like an order, Aimee finally moved toward the man. She briefly stared about at the audience, who in turn snickered, suggesting that they knew something she did not. 


  “Come on,” Jonas urged her again when she took that time to pause. 


  Aimee moved swiftly now, following the man inside the room. The door closed behind her, while Jonas moved out from behind his guest and addressed the punished Angelica with a terse, “Get on the floor, bitch!”


   Angelica was instantly on her knees. 


  “Take off your clothes!” 


  With an efficiency born of practice, the redhead tore at her clothes, until she was completely naked. Her demeanor had undergone such a transformation that Aimee hardly recognized the brash, self-assured woman she knew at work and in her private bedroom. Angelica now exuded such humility and surrender that Aimee would speculate that this must be her opposing twin, or that someone else’s spirit had taken over Angelica’s body. Knowing both of these to be untrue, Aimee stood motionless with her back to the door and watched as the amazing scene began to unfold.


  While Angelica waited for her next instruction, Jonas moved to the bed and sat down. “C’mere, slut,” he ordered as he pulled his shirt from his torso. When his muscled chest was in full view, Aimee’s body reacted with a wicked shudder of desire. It had been some time, since she’d seen so fine an example of naked male flesh, and her body felt a familiar heat rising in her groin again. The sensations had hardly left her since she had been with Angelica two nights before. They’d only become more potent when on the previous night, their session of mischievous talk ended so abruptly.


  Angelica crawled to the man on her hands and knees, swaying her plump, pink, punished ass in a taunting display. This teased Aimee like any sexy come-on would. But she was petrified and she wouldn’t move. Why had Jonas insisted on her being there, and why had she agreed? She worried that he’d drag her into some horrible scene. And strangely, she worried that he wouldn’t! 


  Once reaching her lover’s feet, Angelica humbly bowed her head and raised her ass high, as if she was showing off. But reaching for her, Jonas pulled the redhead up by her hair until she was up on her knees and between his thighs, looking up at the man’s imperious expression. “You understand the message, or do I have spell it out more clearly?” he asked her tersely. 


  “I understand, my love.”


  “Good. Now you can thank me for not stringing you up and letting the wolves out there rape you.”


  “Yes, love,” she quietly returned, as her hands moved to the buttons on his pants and quickly worked them free. 


  From Aimee’s perspective, she couldn’t exactly see the penis that Angelica extracted from inside Jonas’ pants. But by the way her friend’s mouth opened and covered the thing, she suspected that it was erect and quite sizable. While Jonas’s hand intertwined in the mass of curls at the back of Angelica’s hair and seemed to push her forward gently, the girl worked his cock, lapping and slurping and sucking with as rapacious an effort as she’d used for Aimee’s pleasure. For a moment or two, she laved her tongue along the shaft and Aimee got a glimpse of that fine member. The head was small and cleanly circumcised, sitting atop a thick rod of pulsing, purple muscle. Its dagger-like quality scared Aimee—as it might any virgin. It appeared so potent, so animal, so raw and virile. She could never imagine herself doing such intimate things to any man’s proud genitals. 


  In time, the lovers seemed to mend their rift. Jonas became less harsh and more aroused, and Angelica’s mood became more forceful, like the woman Aimee knew. In time, they moved to the top of the bed, where the redhead could have better access to Jonas’ cock. Aimee expected that they’d fuck, but that wasn’t what he wanted. Angelica worked him with her mouth, worked him into a frenzy, and finally forced the thing to explode all over her face. She licked at the shooting jism and even caught some in her mouth, while more of the stringy mess landed on her cheek and chin and dribbled down to her chest. Afterwards, she sat back on her heels and lovingly smeared the stuff into her skin like cold cream. There was a coy smile on her face as she waited for her boyfriend to recuperate. He did so slowly, but not without those green eyes glued to him, as if she adored him. When he finally roused himself, he looked back at her. 


  “You gonna do it again … ”


  “Shush, darling, I’ve paid for my crime, haven’t I?”


  “Maybe.” He sounded as if he wasn’t so sure.


  Uncomfortable with the scene, Aimee turned to leave. 


  “Where the hell are you going?” Jonas boomed. 


  She froze, and then looked over her shoulder. “I thought you might want to be alone.”


  “If I wanted to be alone, I’da kicked you out, wouldn’t I, now?”


  “Yes, I suppose you would.”


  “Then you behave yourself and get us some wine.”


  “I can do that,” she said, scurrying quickly to the table and pouring two glasses of wine from the open bottle. She was glad to be useful and glad for the brief pause in the sexual tension. “But I really must be going,” she added. 


  “Aw, pour one for yourself,” Jonas called to her.


  “Please,” she half pleaded as she served the pair their glasses. They were now cuddled and cozy on the bed, all forgiven, looking as if they’d just revived themselves from a long an languid lovemaking.


  “She’s still a little shy,” Angelica piped up. 


  “You think so?”


  “Oh, darling, you can see it in her sweet face. I imagine our little scene has so shocked her that she needs some breathing room. Right?”


  “Exactly right,” Aimee quickly agreed. 


  It wasn’t like Angelica to let her back down from anything, but she was being very kind. Maybe she wanted Jonas for herself.


  “I’ll just leave you two,” Aimee offered with a smile. 


  “Suit yourself, girl,” the man called out. “But I’m not done with you.”


  This last remark made her shudder to the bone. The feeling scared her, as did the unexpected emotion Jonas poured out on her. Unable to handle her confusing feelings, she hastily left the room. For some reason, it didn’t seem like the right thing to do, but her mind had drawn a blank; there was nothing to say. She had to put some distance between herself and her shocking neighbors. She had to think. Yes, she had to think—even if thinking had proved so difficult in the last few days. 




  Chapter Two


  It was nearly a week before Aimee returned to Angelica’s room for more wine and conversation—and not until she was sure that Jonas would not be there that night. Even though her heart beat a little faster and her crotch warmed like crazy when she was near him, she hated what she felt, and what it might mean. Besides, she reasoned, he was Angelica’s boyfriend; she had no business thinking sexual thoughts about a man who didn’t belong to her. And, she needed Angelica’s explanation for what happened on the balcony—over the banister—and then in the room as her friend groveled submissively before her impulsive boyfriend.


  On an evening some days after the incident, just as the girls were getting ready to leave work, Angelica offered Aimee the invitation she was waiting for, “You will come by tonight, won’t you, please? Jonas is out for the night. At least that’s what he says. The newspaper is having a late meeting. Sometimes they go on until dawn.” 


  “Yes, certainly I’ll stop,” Aimee readily agreed. Her heart leapt, thrilling with excitement, for what had been unleashed in her over the previous two weeks had not abated in the least. In fact, the memory of that astonishing night with Jonas only made her sexual longing rise as terribly as it had before Angelica took her to bed. She knew she wanted more, but could not imagine what that would be. 


  After Aimee had eaten in the boardinghouse kitchen, she climbed the stairs to her room, knowing that she wanted to knock on Angelica’s door. Yet, her hand trembled and her body was overcome by her apprehensions, as if something awful was about to take place. Before she could consider her feelings further, however, Terrance, who was carrying a huge box, bumped her from behind.


  “Oops! Sorry!” he said with a self-depreciating shrug. “Didn’t hurt you, did I?”


  “No, not at all.”


  He was the boarder that was able to best generate a sexual response in her. Even Jonas didn’t cause her to react with such a swift and intoxicating feeling of sexual anguish. And it was anguish—not joy or ecstatic pleasure, but anguish—that filled her to the marrow when she caught sight of him. 


  Once he made his excuse, he paused just long enough to stare at her with a cool and oddly critical reserve. Then he said, “I do need to get to know you better, Miss Bloom.” He always called her Miss Bloom, while no one else did. 


  “Of course,” she answered rather awkwardly because she had no idea what he meant by that. He was gone before she could say anything else, brushing by her while leaving a wake of sinister mystery behind. Of her own accord, she would have returned immediately to her room to regroup, but at that moment, the door at her side, Angelica’s door, opened and the pretty redhead peeked out. 


  “Oh, there you are, you little beast. I’ve been waiting for you.”


  “I was eating my dinner.”


  “I keep telling you that you can eat with us,” Angelica answered, as she pulled the reluctant Aimee into her room. 


  The door closed firmly behind her, and to her shock, there was Jonas sitting at the table. He gave off an air of casual satisfaction, as if he’d just eaten a fine meal. Seeing his hesitant neighbor, he smiled, leaned back in his chair and viewed Aimee like an initiate awaiting his examination.


  “I thought that Jonas…” Aimee whispered to her friend.


  Angelica grasped her hand, “Oh, he’s leaving, aren’t you, darling?”


  “Why would I leave now when the choicest piece of flesh I’ve seen in months has just darkened my doorway?”


  “Jonas, please, you’ll scare her off.”


  “And that would not suit my purposes now, would it?” his lip curled cruelly as he smiled. Then he dragged himself to his feet. This was not the man Aimee remembered from their previous encounters—the quick, urgent, sometimes angry fellow who snapped pictures of her nearly naked and dared to punish his girlfriend in a public. This Jonas was focused far less on art and retribution than he was on sex itself, as if he’d just procured a whore and was expecting her to strip. Of course, none of that was true. Jonas had simply mutated his mood once again, as he often did—so Angelica would explain to her friend later. Thankfully, he was on his way out, wrapping his throat with a scarf, and then dragging his motorcycle to the door. 


  “Oh dear!” Angelica gasped exasperated. “You can’t walk?”


  “What do I have this for if I can’t use it?” he snapped at her, while gripping the handlebars of his shiny motorcycle. 


  “It’s just that … you know, the mess it makes of the stairs.”


  “And I care? If I have to park it here because the old scow won’t let me park it in the hall, then everyone will have to put up with the noise.” He jerked the cycle around, and eyed his girlfriend contemptuously. “Come here.”


  Angelica cautious obeyed, although when she was within arm’s reach of her lover, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close. 


  “I have plans for you, my sweet. Everything we talked about is in the works. Better spend your time getting ready than fucking the little broad,” he nodded Aimee’s way. He let go her hair and shoved her back.


  “I’ll be ready when you are, darling. I’m always ready.”


  “Yes, I imagine you are, slut.”


  His gaze bounced off Aimee’s face for an instant, coldly expressionless. Then he was gone, the motorcycle clattering down the stairs. 


  “What did he mean you’d better get ready?” Aimee asked, as she took a seat at the table.


  “Oh, nothing, really.” Despite Angelica’s attempts to hide the fact, Aimee could see that her friend was unnerved by her lover’s comments. It was the attitude that as much unnerved Aimee. She thought of Jonas as reckless, dangerous, impulsive and untrustworthy, even as his distinctive style held sway over the virgin’s untried body. 


  “It can’t mean nothing,” Aimee forced herself to go on. “You’re trembling.”


  “Only because it’s a very good thing we’ll do; it’s just a bit hard to explain.”


  “But I need you to explain,” Aimee continued fearlessly. “I feel so many things, but I don’t understand them. The whole boardinghouse is unsettling and I don’t understand why… and Jonas is the worst …”


  “You mean about the other night on the balcony?”


  “And here, when he dragged me in to watch, uh… watch…” she didn’t know how to describe what she saw, “watch you two … having sex.” 


  Angelica smiled, but rather cynically. “You want the truth?”


  “Yes, of course, I want the truth,” she looked at Angelica’s odd expression. She was not at all as mirthful as Aimee was used to seeing her. Though her body oozed the sexuality that was so natural for her, she seemed almost as cold as Jonas had been moments earlier. Perhaps this was that show of character that she didn’t trust. “At least I think I do.”


  Angelica warmed a bit and pulled her friend with her to the bed. 


  “No, I don’t want to make love now,” Aimee stated firmly. 


  “And we won’t, dear. I simply find it easier to talk to you when I can touch you. This won’t be a simple conversation, but you need to listen with open ears and not quit me before it’s done.”


  “Why would you think I’d leave?”


  “I know you’ll want to. You’ll blush, you’ll become agitated and scared and want to leave because what I’ll tell you will shock you.”


  “Maybe not.”


  “Oh, yes it will!” She was so sure of herself. 


  The mystery was eating at the girl inside, curiosity abounding.


  They sat on the bed, rather Aimee sat and Angelica reclined on her side, in a scene reminiscent of two young girlfriends poised to share adolescent secrets in the middle of the night. Just two gaslights burned, and the yellow room became a little murky in the glow. 


  “My Jonas is more than a lover to me, he’s my very soul, the master of my life.” She closed her eyes, while her big chest drew in a long breath of air and then passionately exhaled it in a fulfilling sigh. She opened her eyes again saying, “I am like a slave to him, his chattel, his whore and his goddess.” She looked at her friend, gauging the reaction. “You don’t believe me?”


  “Believe you? Perhaps. But how could he beat you so brutally and you still call him the master of your life?”


  “You didn’t see me orgasm from the pleasure?”


  “That was pleasure?”


  “What else would you call it?”


  “But before such an audience … your friends?”


  “Yes, it was pleasure …” her voice drifted off. She was almost dreamy from that memory. “It was a pleasure to make an example of my devotion to Jonas before any eye that would witness. And it pleased him so.”


  “But…”


  “Yes, love, it was brutal. But that’s how we live together in peace. We are both such strong-willed creatures; we’re destined to clash. Nonetheless, someone has to remain in charge, and between us, it has to be Jonas. I can bend, but he cannot. And when I feel him coming at me, everything in my being stirs from the thrill.” Though she spoke persuasively, she could see that Aimee was not convinced. “Let me tell you a story. Maybe that will explain better … ” she reached out for Aimee’s hand to hold. “I met Jonas three years ago, while he was working on his degree at the university … such an intense student. Always intense and focused, which also makes him overbearing with women. I was the only girl who could stand to be with him.”


  “And why was that?” Aimee jumped in.


  “Because I would tangle with him, argue and cuss. Oh, the fights we had! As nasty as they became, we were driven to repeat and repeat those battles, as though we loved them. And we did. Then one night, we had a terrible quarrel—I don’t even remember now what it was about—and in the middle of the fracas, he pulled me over his lap, raised my skirt and spanked me hard, really hard. My bottom was on fire—but so was my belly. I fought him more, but then it all turned sexual when his hand dropped between my legs and he began to fondle my clitty. I came in seconds, screaming from the lovely joy that worked its way through every inch of me. Then I pleasured him, much the same way I pleasured him the night you watched. 


  “Our real love began that night… something far richer than a normal relationship of equals.” She smiled mischievously. “He has me conquered. I bow to him—of course, only after I’ve said my piece. But I do bow to him on my knees. I am devoted to him, serving him because it opens my heart and makes me soft. My humility allows me to open Jonas’ heart—which would seem cold, calculating, even critical, I’m afraid. He’s very impractical too. Being subservient is the only way to have him, and without me, I swear he’d burn himself up within weeks. He’s a brilliant man, but in danger of diving into his obsessions and never resurfacing. He’d squander himself that way—on dozens of women, drink, drugs—looking for the high only his darkest passions can give him. That is what I give him—a way to live with his obsessions and not be ruined in pursuit of them. I consider this my mission of mercy…” Her green eyes shone darkly, “And a fine mercy it is.”


  This all made sense to Aimee, but it was hardly the shocking revelations she was promised. “There must be more.”


  “Yes, of course, there’s more. The part you won’t want to hear.”


  “Tell me.” The truth seemed more urgent than ever. 


  Angelica studied Aimee’s face for a minute and finally continued, “Jonas takes me into deep realms of sexual servitude where I’m forced to grovel before him.”


  At this remark, her friend stared at her passively and a bit distrustfully. Angelica could see the private dilemma in Aimee’s mind.


  “This is so difficult to explain,” she shook her head, her brows knit worriedly, but I shall try.” She cleared her throat. “You see, Jonas seeks out what’s lurid. The most horrific passions rule him. Six months after our affair started, he stumbled on a cult of sadists while doing research into covert religious practices for a newspaper article—a legitimate paper,” she hastily added. “These men worship acts of torture and they require appropriate specimens, as they call them, for their games. Sometimes they are women of ill repute who serve them; sometimes gracious ladies with perverted minds. The only true requirement for service is a total willingness to be used. I have been his specimen, the flesh he uses for experiments in his twisted games. I have been tied to stakes that were knocked into the ground and left for hours lying on my back. I had my pussy teased with birch branches, and my inner thighs flailed until my flesh was practically whipped from me. My cunt’s been pierced a dozen times, sometimes for just a night, although there remain three piercings that constantly hold the chains, which bind me to my Jonas. And here…” she rolled over and opened her thighs to reveal the glowing beauty of her milk-white inner flesh, and display what Aimee had not seen before: the tattoo of a dragon with an open mouth and fire leaping from its tongue poised at the apex of her thigh, as if it would devour her sex. 


  There was no wondering now why Angelica refused to let her innocent friend ‘reciprocate’ their womanly pleasure! The truth might well have caused Aimee to flee if she’d seen it that first night. It was hardly easier to bear now. Aimee had never seen anything like this dragon. Its ferocity, its implications were obvious. At any moment that dragon—the soul epitome of Jonas—could strike, and strike without mercy. There was no doubt who owned her sex. At least that is what Aimee assumed as she surveyed the awesome sight before her. Only now was she beginning to understand the power Jonas had over Angelica. It would take a strong, not a weak woman, to play his dangerous game. 


  Aimee also saw the piercings in Angelica’s cunt, one above her clitoris and two on either side of her vagina, embedded in her labia. These were bold, durable rings made for dangling heavy weights or leashing with straps… so Aimee assumed. Her virgin mind ran wild with possibilities so crude that she had no idea where they could have come from. Never had she heard of anything like this, let alone seen the likes of this bizarre jewelry. Even so, this was not as unsettling as it should have been to a sexual novice. Perhaps somewhere, at some time, Aimee had dreamt of such absurdities and that is why she accepted them so easily now. 


  “Some days Jonas makes me wear weights on the rings that stretch my skin so much I think I’ll die from the pain.”


  “All day in the store?” Aimee wondered aloud.


  “All day,” she answered simply.


  “And what do you do when the pain becomes too great?”


  “I hang on. It makes me flood with the rich desire I feel for him. I endure this pain for him because it blooms with my love. I cannot fail him.”


  “But you did fail him once?”


  “Once, when?” Angelica looked puzzled.


  “In the corridor. You disobeyed him.”


  “Yes, well… there are times he asks more of me than I can handle, I think just so he can ask the extremes of me in punishment.”


  “What did he ask that you refused?”


  Angelica thought a moment, visibly shaken if only for an instant, as if the picture was too difficult for her to bring to mind—or share. “I don’t know if you’re ready to hear everything about my life… at least not until you first respond to me. It’s only fair play.”


  Of course, she was stalling on the question, but she might well be right from Aimee’s point of view. These revelations were already overwhelming, forming desires in the virgin so ripe they were like fruit, full and rich with savory juice, ready to be plucked. Could she handle more of Angelica’s revelations or would it spoil that succulent fruit? 


  Angelica reached out and touched her hand. The girl recoiled, and yet an erotic shockwave so strong that she nearly swooned from it darted through her body. With pleasure settling in around her, she finally consented at Angelica’s insistence and lay down beside her. Then without commands or even a single word from the femme beside her, she raised her hands above her head, thrust her chest upward, and exhaled deeply, erotically. 


  Angelica was aroused. “Tell me what’s in your mind,” she asked the girl. 


  “Oh, I can’t,” Aimee blushed. 


  “But, of course you can,” the redhead disagreed.


  “But if I tell you, you’ll make it happen?”


  “Only if it’s what you want.”


  “But these are not simple desires. I don’t think I’m ready. I will probably never be ready to tell you everything that rattles around in me,” she sighed again. “Still, I have to tell someone! I’m dying inside to confess. Sometimes I feel so pent-up I want to scream!”


  “Then tell me, you silly girl!” Angelica feigned exasperation. 


  Aimee turned her head and stared into Angelica’s eyes. “You sure you won’t find me strange?”


  “Trust me. Nothing you could confess would sound strange to me. Not in the world I live in. You’ve seen what it looks like.”


  This made sense. “Well then,” Aimee’s blush broadened as she timidly began, “I dream of being tied down and then … taken…I mean really taken… having this virginity torn from my body by men with ruthless ways. I don’t want some heavenly easy bliss. I dream of what you’ve had, Angelica… what you’ve told me—and even what you haven’t told me.”


  “What if I were to tie you now and make love to you?”


  Aimee’s eyes grew wide. “You would do that?”


  “Your hands are already raised as if that’s what you want. Keep them there.” 


  With a skilled hand, the voluptuous woman began to remove Aimee’s clothes, slowly, with painstaking care, undoing each button of her blouse, then loosening the garment at her waist. Her hand would graze the surface of Aimee’s chest, and even through the next silky layer of her undergarments, a shiver of erotic joy leapt free. The girl could hardly keep from moaning. 


  The sensuous redolence of female perfume and creamy lotions wafting from Angelica’s body greeted the prone Aimee, and she drank deep, filling her lungs with the powerful aroma. As Angelica continued the disrobing, the girl would shiver with each layer slowly taken away… her blouse, her skirt, the chemise, her underwear, until there was nothing left and she was completely naked. 


  Taking a vial filled with oil from her bedside table, Angelica began to run the essence over Aimee’s bare chest, lightly rubbing the liquid into the skin, but not too much. The girl gleamed like polished stone. As her attentive mistress continued, she poured liquid along her raised arms, and down her belly, into her navel, then over her pubic mound to her thighs. Aimee quivered, feeling each cool drop sizzle on her heated skin. 


  Without having to be asked, she parted her legs as Angelica’s intentions required. Then a hand dropped down between the glistening thighs to massage her pubic mound and the butter-soft folds of flesh where the girl’s yearning was the strongest. Aimee desired her lover’s lips, and the tongue that had so beautifully fulfilled her needs that night two weeks before. She might have asked for that, but she couldn’t speak. As if gagged, the words wouldn’t come. This was surrender—to silently accept and not intervene. 


  In time, Angelica backed away. She knew what she was about. In fact, she’d been seeing the picture in her mind’s eyes for days now—almost since that remarkable first night. She understood the girl with the wistful face and the eyes that could not hide a rapacious lust that was eating away her innocence. Taking scarves from her bureau, she tied the beauty to the four corners of the mattress, first one wrist and then the next. Each step drove the girl deeper into the impossible fantasy that was now becoming her enveloping reality. Moving to the girl’s feet, Angelica drew them wide apart and tied each one with a scarf at the ankle and then to the bed rail. 


  Satisfied that her relenting lover was securely bound, Angelica moved on. Raking her nails over the luminous skin, she watched the aroused Aimee jump and jerk in anxious reply. The spasms were so apparent, so beautiful, as sexual energy filled her belly and beckoned a means of release. But Angelica forced her to hold on without relief, working her hands down Aimee’s thighs and a finger into the crevasse between her lips below. “Be careful what you pine for,” she hissed. “You might just get exactly what you want.”


  “Oh, gawd, what’s happening to me!” the girl gasped, shuddering from places in her body her friend awakened with her touch. 


  “Just what’s supposed to happen,” Angelica purred, her voice dripping with the sounds of seduction. “You must think of me as a witch, ready to cast spells, raise errant demons and grant wishes no one else would dare to try.” 


  As Aimee drifted on the sound of that sumptuous voice, her eyes closed. She was in a dream, blinded by her passion and lost in fantasy. For a time, she seemed to be suspended between two worlds: the real one and the created one in her mind’s eye. But then suddenly, her lover’s hand disappeared, and as if the spell had been broken, the images in her mind disappeared. 


  When she opened her eyes, the frightening truth surrounded her and an awesome reign of terror began. Angelica had returned to her with men in tow, three that she counted before a blindfold descended over her eyes. Someone stuffed a pillow under her hips, and she felt the bed tremble with the weight of the first man who maneuvered himself into position between her thighs. 


  “Gawd no!” she cried. 


  “Oh, yes, lovely one,” an unfamiliar voice answered her objections. “This is what you need.” 


  With one swift thrust of a male organ, her virginity was vanquished. Blood spilled, and the frightened girl began to writhe from the painful orgasm that had been clawing for release in her belly like an angry beast. Relief and anguish battled through her in a desperate war. Yet, there was no way to evade the pleasure; it rained through her like the showers of spring falling on fertile ground. 


  As soon as one man finished with her cunt, another straddled her hips and ripped another, deeper place in her insides. The third attacked—and she’d swear it was Jonas. She recognized his body scent, an aphrodisiac that roused her deepest dreams. His cock hit hard, again and again driving into her virgin cunt and filling it with his seed. Her chest expanded, her head fell back in rapture and another orgasm tore through flesh, her skin, her bones, her eyes, and mind until she was limp and wasted. Then she sank back into the cradling sheets as the men withdrew from the bed.


  When the blindfold was removed, she opened her eyes, and watched Jonas taking pictures of her tied, of her listless body and the mellow face of satiation. Angelica undid the knots from the bedrails, but left the scarves tied to her wrists and ankles. While being watched and photographed from above, the defiled virgin curled in on herself to repair. 


  Then there was Terrance, standing over her, smiling. He was one of the three. Jonas another, but the third had already left the room. 


  “Angelica was right, you’re easily plucked,” the cocky fellow said with a wry smile. A cruel sexuality flowed from his handsome form, while he adjusted his clothes.  


  Aimee watched his eyes, as they seemed to bore holes through her brain. He seemed to know things, understand things about her that she’d never shared. She believed he knew secrets and her deepest dreams. 


  “I think she’s ready to use,” Jonas agreed, as he paused for a moment with his pictures and spoke to Terrance. “As long as I get to have her occasionally, she’s yours.”


  Aimee shuddered listening to them talk. What were they saying? There seemed to be some conspiracy about her. Her mind tried to grasp the truth, to see her future in that vanquished moment, but it was all too vague to comprehend. And now, she was too weak to answer their remarks with questions or objections. 


  The men retreated from the room, while Angelica ministered to her again in the same soft manner she had before. 


  “You are all right, aren’t you? This was what you wanted.”


  Aimee responded with a blank stare that was impossible to read. 


  “You’re tired,” she tried again. 


  The girl was mute.


  “Yes, I think you need some sleep. You can stay here with me. You need that. Jonas will be out all night with his other whores, so we’ll be alone.” She began at Aimee’s ankles undoing the scarves.


  “No, don’t take them off, I want them,” Aimee suddenly jumped in, almost surprising herself with the vehemence of her own desires. 


  Angelica smiled. “Why, of course, you want them for the memories you savor. Don’t worry though, there will be more … that is, memories. You’ll no doubt graduate to ropes next, which are more purposeful and extreme.” She moved around the room, tidying up, as if it was an important task. It had never been before, the lovely clutter of the room was part of its charm. But Angelica was nervous. “Actually, I think the initiation went rather well, don’t you?” she turned back to her friend, while neatly folding Aimee’s discarded dress.


  Aimee was mute again. 


  “Suit yourself, girl, but I can see the truth on your face, written as plainly as if it were scrawled with ink. And it’s about time. You can’t waste away forever being pure, especially when your heart is as black as your compatriots in your debauchery. You asked for it, you know. Begged for it. You insisted I tell you my secrets and I did. The least you could do was give up your precious virginity.” 


  Angelica left Aimee for a while alone. The girl was staring blankly into the room. 


  She was hardly mute inside, however. As her drifting mind began to refocus, she replayed the rape again from memory, relishing the sweet fragrance of victory over her unstained innocence. It took some time to sort out her feelings and stop the scene from appearing in her head. When it finally disappeared, she slept. 


  Sometime later, Angelica returned to the room and slumped down on the bed beside her, where they spent the night entwined—happily so. 


  ***


  A recent edition of The Journal included the picture of a woman lying against white sheets, with her tawny hair disheveled around her, with scarves at her wrists and ankles and the hint of a smile on her lips. A regular inscrutable Mona Lisa she was, stirring a thousand men’s passions before that photograph finished circulating and was replaced by another.




  Chapter Three


  Aimee forgot many of the things that were said night, as she lay raped and wasted—her virginity stripped away. After that night, she tried to go about her business as if nothing in particular had happened, although she took pains to avoid Terrance. Jonas—well, she was almost resigned to him, or at least used to his quixotic behavior and his presence in her best friend’s life. Even the dozens of photographs he took of her nude didn’t concern her. He said he loved her for her smile and the way she photographed so beautifully the enigma of sexual satisfaction. Secretly his adoration excited her, but she understood that his sexual intentions were for the most part focused on Angelica. 


  The man she couldn’t elude was the unknown assailant, who disappeared too quickly for her to find out his identity. For days, she cautiously viewed the world of the boardinghouse looking for any clue at all as to the identity of this man. 


  “Won’t you tell me who he was?” she begged Angelica. 


  “No, I won’t. And don’t ever ask again.”


  “But why not? I know that Jonas and Terrace de-virginized me. Why can’t I know the name of the other man? I know he’s there, feeling very self-satisfied that he took me unawares. It’s Mickey, perhaps, or Israel?” She thought of the brooding Jewish student with his sexy shock of browns curls and dearly hoped it had been him. “Which one is it?”


  “I’m not saying. Some things are better left to mystery. Why spoil the intrigue?”


  “Because I want to know!”


  Angelica could only smile, pat her friend’s distraught face dismissively. “You’ll forget about him soon enough when your education continues.”


  “What education?” 


  “Soon enough, darling, don’t be so pushy,” was all that Angelica would say. She seemed to take great pleasure in taunting her friend, kindly so, but not without a devious twinkle in her green eyes that made the girl shudder—half from excitement, half in mortal dread. 


  A week later, after her life calmed down and her body settled into a softly simmering state of arousal, Aimee’s life abruptly changed. After work, she’d gone to the library for an hour, and was returning home by way of a shortcut—an alley behind the string of homes and boardinghouses that lined the street. It was nearly pitch black. Just a bit of light from a far off streetlamp worked its way between the buildings into the tight dark space. As far as she could tell, the alley was vacant, except for a few refuse cans beside backdoors and the few tiny gardens, which had been carved out of the available space. As foreboding as it might have seemed, Aimee was used to traveling in the dark, perhaps because she was raised in the country where she’d learned to navigate by the stars, the moon and the feel of her surroundings. Even so, it was quite peculiar than even the light over the back door of the boardinghouse was unlit that night.


  Just as she was about to mount the back steps, she felt a creepy feeling crawling up her back. Instead of darting inside the house, she stopped and scrunched her shoulders tight towards her ears, listening, hearing little but feeling quite sure that someone was close by. 


  “That’s good,” she heard a man’s voice jump out at her. “You don’t run from your fear.” 


  Aimee started to turn around, but the man moved in behind her close. An instant later, he had her right arm in his hand, bending it around her back, where he held it tightly to her waist. The man’s other arm circled her body and pulled her securely against his tall form.


  “I think it’s time we reached an understanding between us, Miss Bloom.”


  Terrance! Her heart beat even faster knowing the identity of her assailant. 


  “You have no right …” she whispered, although her protest hardly sounded like one, and she didn’t try to wrench away. Her voice was soft and her body suddenly so wanting that her only desire was to melt into Terrance’s muscled chest and push her bottom into the heat of this groin. 


  “Oh! But I do have every right, girl. You were warned.”


  Warned when? Warned how? She vaguely remembered the conversation after she’d been tied to the bed.


  Pulling Aimee away from the stairs, Terrance pushed her down the alley, deep into the darkness, to a spot where there was not even a speck of light to illuminate their surroundings. He shoved her into an alcove—at least that’s what she figured, as her nose was pressed into a dank brick wall and she could sense the musty odor closing in around her, as if there were damp bricks on either side of her face. 


  From behind, her Terrance was fussing with her skirt, undoing the buttons that held it around her waist. In a matter of seconds, it was loosened and falling to the ground at her feet. That done, he stripped away her chemise and underwear, until she was naked from the waist down and feeling the cool breeze of the evening raise nervous goosebumps on her skin. A shudder darted up her spine as she realized how the man had compromised her. Not that the chances of being discovered were particularly great, but it was possible that someone might walk by. 


  Panicked as she was, Aimee’s physical response soared. It greatly mimicked the times Terrance had confronted her in the previous weeks—both before and after the night of her rape. His power over her was compelling, and the desire grinding in her belly was so strong she felt queasy and weak. Just the touch of his hand on her naked behind threatened to set-off the orgasm building briskly in her lower regions. 


  She hated her response. How easily she was found out! 


  If she could smell the ripe fragrance of her wet pussy floating upward from her crotch, certainly Terrance would recognize the sexual scent as well. But he didn’t need to smell her heat to know of her arousal. As his fingers probed her lower body regions, as he reached in between her legs and shoved the digits forward into her pussy, he quickly discovered the juices seeping from the cavern. He played her insides with the deftness of a violinist, thrumming her clit, then firmly squeezing the hard bud. The painful pressure almost made her squeal, although she emitted no more than a soft moan. He returned to her empty hole again with as many fingers as her newly plumbed depths would allow inside. Then, just when she thought her body would explode, Terrance withdrew his hand and prepared her for the finish. Acting swiftly, he held her at the waist with both hands and raised her body just enough so that her open cunt would accept the invasion. She submitted to the inevitable fucking, opening her legs and arching her back so that Terrance’s thick member could impale her. From there, he pinned her to the sour-smelling brick, held her tight and fucked her pussy gracelessly, like a man possessed. 


  While Terrance grunted in apparent satisfaction, Aimee’s hands gripped the wall with her fingers clawing into the hard surface into order to hang on. After the first emphatic thrust, her attacker reached around her torso and fumbled with her blouse, finally inserting his hand inside while tearing a button loose. Locating her right nipple, he squeezed the little thing through the brunt of his attack. He came hard inside her, just as a grinding climax made every nerve in her body spasm from the unwanted release. 


  “Good girl,” Terrance said as he released her and she returned to her feet. A wad of sticky cum drizzled down her leg. “I have plans for you, Miss Bloom, but you best now get back in the house before the night wolves are lapping at that sweet cunt of yours. It’s time to use it for what it was intended for, but I’ll be its master, not fate or the shifting winds of your romantic notions.” She could sense his smirk, though she couldn’t see it. All this made her shudder more, and remember the physical pleasure in being used as his toy. When she should have run from him, run from the debauchery of the boardinghouse, flown with all due speed to safety in some other, better place, she was instead pulled with the increasing tug of invisible ropes to a destiny she never planned on but couldn’t help but desire. Had she become like her friend, become another Angelica, bound to serve and please and in so doing assuage the darkness residing in this man’s loins? 


  Aimee turned around and peered through the darkness, seeing only glints of light and soft reflections, pieces of Terrance coming into view. 


  “I’d suggest, Miss Bloom, that you dress yourself, unless you wish to return to the house like that and embarrass yourself long before you need to.”


  What did that mean? she wondered to herself. So many ambiguous statements only clouded her perception of the truth. This was another. “Embarrass yourself long before you need to…”  What did that mean?


  Terrance didn’t give her an opportunity to ask the question; his impatience dictated the moment, and his orders were clear. Reminded of her compromising nakedness, she hurriedly pulled her clothes around her, becoming again the modest looking woman she was known to be. 


  Seeing that she was dressing, Terrance was satisfied and left her in the alcove to finish. 


  And finally convinced that she was appropriately intact, Aimee scurried to the house and went immediately to her room. 


  What trick of nature made her react so erotically to this set of events? She had no answer. She was unable to understand why the man’s abusive behavior turned her on, but she now understood Angelica’s fascination for the equally boorish Jonas. 


  Terrance didn’t approach her again for several days—perhaps this was a pattern, to allow the woman some time to get used to each new level of sexual expectations. When he did appear to her again, it was in the dark of her bedroom. The first time he came for her, he knocked on the door at midnight. As she answered, groggy from sleep, he pushed his way inside and closed the door behind him.


  “You’ll leave your room unlocked for me. Is that understood?”


  Hearing the instruction, she came-to very quickly. “But if I leave it unlocked for you, won’t I be leaving it unlocked for anyone?”


  “No one here will touch you for fear of feeling my wrath. They all know I own you.”


  “But you don’t own me!” she blurted out. Trying to hold her own in her defiance, she stared into his luscious eyes as she made her point. “At least not yet,” she soon found herself backing off, regretting that she objected at all. 


  He let her comment slide by, as if he understood what was taking place in her mind. She was learning what surrender meant. That might take some time and a few missteps.


  “You’ll leave your room unlocked for me at night,” he repeated the instruction in an even firmer tone. His youthful face seemed to take on an older guise far in advance of his years.


  “Yes, yes I will,” she conceded.


  “Now, take off your nightdress,” he ordered in his same, steady voice. 


  He was like a rock, a beautiful, cold, chilling rock. And to his coldness, she could only comply with a furnace of fiery erotic heat pouring out on him. As if in a hypnotic trance, she removed her nightgown and stood before him naked … seemingly more naked now than she’d ever been in his presence. There was no blindfold to hide her eyes, or dark alley to hide her body. He was aware of this too, mesmerized in his own way. Scrutinizing her carefully, he took in every inch of her body and found himself quite pleased—although he didn’t communicate that to Aimee. 


  “Turn around and drop to your knees,” he instructed.


  She looked into his eyes with a pleading look, “But I… ” she started to object, but before she could finished, Terrance reared back and slapped her face with his open palm. He didn’t knock her from her feet, as he was certainly powerful enough to do, but the slap stung, bringing tears to her eyes. She covered her cheek with her palm and stared at him bewildered.


  “I will not tolerate your hesitation… obey me now, or I’ll haul you into the corridor and punish you as Jonas did his whore. Now turn around and drop to your knees.”


  She abruptly responded, quickly making the humbling position her own, crouching against the floor and hugging her knees, with her head nearly touching the bare floor. 


  “Better. Don’t take my power over you lightly. I’ve had my eye on you since you first walked in this house. I figure you came to me, whether you knew what you were doing or not.”


  There wasn’t room enough to walk around her as he delivered his message, so he stood above her like a lord—a young lord. Strange to see such power in a man so young. He must have arrived at birth ready to do business, without the need to learn mastery. It came to him naturally. 


   He began to strip off his clothes—his shirt and trousers and undershirt. Naked, he sat down on the bed and lay back, turned out the light at Aimee’s bedside table and called her to him. “Between my legs, girl.”


  Her instincts led her—or perhaps it was what she learned watching Angelica and Jonas that explained how to serve a man’s physical need. With an open mouth and a lapping tongue, she explored the powerful penis that burgeoned from Terrance’ crotch full-throttle. She could hardly get all the meat inside her mouth, but she understood that there’d be no excuse for failure. Expectations on her were high… not only those from Terrace, but what she placed upon herself. It oddly mattered to her that he was pleased with the performance; so with every lick of his smooth circumcised head, and every lap of her tongue along the raging stalk, and every deep-throated suck, she poured into the act passion drawn from the huge store she’d only recently discovered. 


  “Lower still, virgin,” he gasped with pleasure, while pulling his cock and scrotum upwards and opening his thighs wide. Aimee resumed her work, covering his hairy balls with kisses and sucking them gently. His one hand pushed her lower still, into the pit of his ass where her nose drew in the tangy smell. His need was apparent as he forced her head down even lower and slightly raised his hips. She was in foreign territory, far from her own pictures of erotic bliss, but being there, she was lost in the potent sensations of lusty satisfaction this crude act gave her. With a hand on either side of his ass cheeks, she pried the two apart and dove with her mouth to satisfy the sensitive flesh. Going deeper still, her tongue explored the tight barrier of his anus, knowing as he groaned with delight that he was experiencing the same awesome thrill that she had known when Angelica rimmed her bottom hole. 


  Terrance had his dick in hand, jacking it hard, while she worked her tongue as far into the tight space as it would go. There was some rhythm to their game, one they devised on their own. The closer he came to climax, the more she strived to please him. She worked him hard, using her fingers as well as her mouth. 


  “That’s it, virgin, stick it in,” he gasped. Then his head fell back against her pillow, just before a final groan from deep in his belly filled the room with sound. She didn’t stop the act because he came, but continued until he pulled her by the hair toward his spewing erection, where she lapped the frothy cum. 


  Not one to rest, Terrance was on his feet just moments after his last gasp. A man of great energy, recovery wasn’t necessary for him. Aimee, on the other hand, was exhausted and lying listlessly on the bed as the man dressed himself. 


  “Don’t lock your door,” he repeated his earlier order. 


  “No, Sir,” she answered unthinkingly. It seemed silly to call a man of her same age, Sir, but the word came off her tongue before she realized what she was saying, and more importantly, what it implied about their relationship. 


  “You’ll be available to me.”


  “Yes,” she agreed. 


  “Yes, indeed.”


  He left her without another word. 


  When Aimee thought of him again, it was with the same conflicting desires of longing and loathing she’d had toward him before. But her feelings were magnified a hundredfold and more frightening than ever.


  After this first night in her room, Terrance came for her often with the purpose of pleasuring himself through Aimee’s growing skill in sexual service. If she gained anything from these sessions, it was of little concern to him. He never kissed her. They never made love. And yet, she knew that behind his cold young man there was a heart she would eventually reach, if given the chance. 


  ***


  In letters to the editor, recent issues of The Journal of Our Times included nearly a dozen inquiries about the girl in the photographs—the new one, the one with the puzzling face. 


  “A rare commodity!”


  “Superlative!”


  “Show her cunt next time.”


  “Show her with a prick in hand!”


  “Dear Sirs, your ‘girl in the mirror/girl with scarves’ deserves to be unveiled and then held up as a trophy to the Goddess of profound womanhood.”


  And then this: “I see that you and your readers adore her, but you will be her ruin.”


  “What do you think he meant?” Angelica asked Jonas while she read this last remark. 


  “Don’t know. Perhaps he’s a reformer with the girl’s virtue in mind.”


  “A reformer wouldn’t be caught dead reading your paper.”


  “Oh, some might. They like to protest. Like to wallow in the gutter at the same time, they revile it. I like to laugh in their hypocritical faces.”


  “But why would you publish his remarks?”


  “Controversy sells as much as smut. The more our Aimee is talked about, the more papers I sell.”


  “You know she doesn’t know?”


  “That I’ve published her pictures?”


  “I won’t tell her.”


  “There’s no need to tell her anything. Besides, right now, she’s busy taking care of Terrance. They’ve become quite the pair.”


  “What if someone recognizes her?”


  “Never. She looks uppity and totally virginal on the street. The resemblance might be noted, but Aimee Wynn Bloom would never be caught dead posing nude.” He laughed at the joke, which made Angelica smile. 




  Chapter Four


  The store was filled with customers that afternoon. Christopher Briggs, as he had so many times, hung about the counter where Aimee took customer’s money in trade for the goods they purchased. He was smitten. She was such a pretty thing, innocent, gracious, with a glorious laugh that seemed to penetrate through his clothes and set his bones afire. Perhaps it was more than just her laughter that enamored him to her, but he’d never admit to anything gross or untoward. 


  Aimee, in turn, smiled bashfully when Christopher was around. The man was a dream with his curly brown hair, a broad smile, and what appeared to her as a perfectly sculptured body. He actually reminded her of Terrance—but only in their outward appearance. Nothing about their character was remotely similar. Christopher’s smile could engage any woman’s heart; his energy was cheerful, and his conversation sprinkled with jokes and fun. And sometimes, after work, when he’d walk her to the corner, and his hand would graze against hers, she felt the most joyous tingle of delight tickle her romantic fancy. Because of Terrance, she never let him walk her all the way home. She would blushingly beg him off implying that she wasn’t ready for serious courting. It didn’t strike her as odd that he represented everything that Terrance wasn’t, so for a time, her two worlds coexisted with little trouble. 


  Christopher Briggs wasn’t the only man interested in the pretty girl in the mercantile. Almost every man who entered the store felt renewed seeing the lovely young woman, who could smile and laugh and even scowl with an inner grace that was truly captivating. And then there were those who, who would do a double take the moment their eye caught hers. They looked at Aimee strangely, as if they knew her face, but couldn’t exactly place her. She was even asked by one Donald Terrington if he’d perhaps seen her in different circumstances. 


  “I can’t think where that would be, sir,” she answered him. “I’ve just recently moved here, and I get out very little.” Which was true. 


  Over the weeks, even the dark man, Mr. Rys seemed glad to see Aimee. He smiled more easily when he came for his tobacco and tin of shortbread—always the same. He never changed his purchase one iota.


  “You have a sweet tooth,” Aimee remarked one day as she rang up his sale.


  “The shortbread is for my maid,” he corrected her. 


  For a mere instant, an instant almost too brief to notice, she wished she were that maid—or at the very least, she wondered who the lucky girl might be.


  Aimee found the attention from so many men a bit daunting at times. She always thought of Angelica as the more noticeable of the two, and the kind of girl men easily flock to it. Even so, it pleased her to have suitors. Eventually, she might just pluck the one she wanted, the man of her dreams, and they’d run off together. Although she was particularly appreciative of Christopher Briggs, and dearly loved every minute in his company, she wasn’t yet sure if he would be her final choice. 


  But, of course, there were matters with Terrance, and that darker side of her life that gave her body such extraordinary thrills! Somewhere, certainly there would be the right solution for her conflicting desires. 


  ***


  It was Saturday evening and the store closed early. On this particular night, Christopher Briggs was there while she straightened out the merchandize and drew the blinds. 


  “I guess you’ll have to leave now,” she told him kindly. 


  “I’ll wait for you outside.”


  “You needn’t to that, I’ll be fine to walk home.”


  “But I want to wait.”


  She blushed, as she gave him a little shove out the door. “Suit yourself.”


  When Aimee came round the corner from the back door and started toward the boardinghouse, there he was, cooling his heels in front of the store. Although she was delighted to have his company, she trembled at bit once again, knowing how awkward it would be leaving him standing at the street corner, wondering why he couldn’t escort her further.


  Christopher even addressed the issue himself, “I’d like to walk you all the way home, Aimee.”


  “That’s really unnecessary.”


  “But I want to. Or don’t you understand how fascinated I am with you?”


  She blushed again, chagrinned as any coy maid might be. 


  “Miss Bloom,” she heard a voice from behind and shivered accordingly as she recognized the familiar timbre. She turned around. 


  “Terrance,” she nodded to him. 


  “I believe we have an appointment.”


  She drew a blank, remembering no scheduled appointment other than their regular late night rendezvous. However, just the thought of another sexual encounter was enough to engage her secret desires and make her tummy flutter anxiously. “I don’t recall …” she started to say. 


  He brusquely interrupted her. “Ah! But I’m sure you will. I’ll see you at the usual place.”


  He moved on past the two, giving Christopher Briggs a critical once-over before continuing toward the boardinghouse.


  “Yes, I remember now,” she quickly told her suitor. “I can’t believe I’m so dense!”


  “The man is someone special?”


  “Not really, but I did agree to show him some paintings I need to sell.”


  “You paint?”


  “No, these belonged to my mother.” Oh! Such lies! Such fabrications, all to keep her two lives from colliding. “So, you see, I really have to go.” She started down the street. “I will see you soon.” She was practically running, hoping that Christopher would have the good grace not to follow her. Thankfully, he did.


  ***


  “Well, well, Aimee Wynn Bloom,” she heard his voice reach out to her like the tentacles of a deep-sea creature. “I wonder if your boyfriend would like to see how you suffer for me?” 


  She was coming up the boardinghouse stairs as she heard him speak. Looking up, she saw her late night lover positioned there with a heavy length of rope looped in his right hand. He’d taken off his coat, rolled up his sleeves and was standing with causal but meaningful authority, looking like a man prepared to act. 


  A steady pulse of fear and thrill that so often accompanied her time with him began once more and grew inside her body, making her hot almost instantly. In the same breath, she wanted to flee and wanted to fly right into his arms. Of course, she did neither, and while grabbing the rail, she continued up the stairs until she was standing face to face with Terrance. 


  “It’s my guess, Miss Bloom, that you need a more graphic demonstration of my ownership over you. Just in case you’re thinking you have an alternative to this life.”


  “Don’t I?” she was risking a confrontation with that remark. But her passions were savage now, and she couldn’t hold back the blatant retort. This was not defiance that made her speak so boldly, but a way to clarify their relationship. She understood the gamble and was willing to take the consequences because the physical response in her had become such an obsession that she could not assuage it any other way but confrontation. 


  “No, there are no alternatives,” Terrance stated flatly. 


  He took both of her hands in his and dragged her to the balcony railing. After dropping the rope to make the task easier, he began to remove her clothes. Like during the scene between Angelica and Jonas weeks before, doors around the balcony began popping open, and heads peeked out. Most remained ajar as the occupants viewed the scene with salacious interest. 


  Stripped of her clothes, with not a stitch to cover her body, Aimee was thrust against the railing and her arms spread out wide to either side of her, her feet spread as well. Then, with meticulous precision that could only come from experience, Terrance began to tie her down, as if she were to become a permanent ornament in this upstairs balcony. She was bound from her wrists and down her arms, with lengths of the cotton clothesline wrapping her to the wooden rail. In turn, her legs were tied wide apart, to posts on either side of her, anchored at the knees. Her feet were then attached to the bottom railing with ropes tied tightly around her ankles. He took special measures to be sure that these ankle restraints were especially strong. But throughout the process, Terrance left enough slack in the elaborate bondage design to allow some movement, in order to adjust her position to an extreme Aimee never anticipated. 


  Rather than remaining tied against the banister, her head and shoulders were pushed over the edge so that her groin was poised at the top of the six-inch wide rail. With the ropes tightly tied, there was no chance that she would fall forward, but that was hardly any comfort, as poor Aimee couldn’t help but stare down at the first floor vestibule from her awesome perch. In the finished form, her arms were flung back like wings making her naked torso protrude like the ornament on the bow of a ship. Her ass was the only significant body part that remained available to those on the upper stairs balcony, and that was poised in perfect punishment position with the two orbs and the crack between them completely vulnerable. Her cunt could be reached by feeling between her legs, but it was her ass that would take the brunt of any sexual attack. 


  “Oh, please, Terrance, please, don’t leave me here like this!” she cried to him when it became apparent what he had planned. 


  “You don’t like my scheme, my sweet?” he asked. 


  “No, no I don’t. Anything, please anything. I can’t bear to look down.”


  “Oh, but you will,” he assured her. “I could blindfold you, but that would ruin half my fun.”


  “This is NOT fun at all!” she yelled. She was too afraid to move, too afraid the ropes might break and she’d plunge to her death. 


  “Don’t worry, Aimee, you won’t fall. I made sure of that. I have done this before. You’re as safe as if you were in bed—and maybe not as vulnerable. Why, I don’t think we’ll be able to get to your cunt in this position. We’ll have to suffice with your ass. Too bad. But then, you won’t mind that, not after you’ve had a few stiff pricks there to loosen you. Imagine, the pleasure to be gained!”


  “Terrance, please!”


  Reaching in, he tickled her crotch with his fingers, and watched her body jerk. 


  “Don’t tell me you hate this, why your cunt is practically flooding with your lovely nectar. Here, take a taste.” He withdrew his hand and reached far enough to present his wet fingers to her mouth. She licked them as much from instinct as she did consciously. 


  He resumed playing with her vagina and the delicate folds of skin. Although every time he poked his hand between her thighs, her body moved forward just slightly, stretching the ankle ropes a little further. 


  “Have at her,” she heard him say to someone. The balcony creaked, as several boardinghouse residents moved in behind her, and several pairs of hands began to play with her body. “Although I think you’ll have to stand on the box to get to her ass,” he suggested to the first man. “Cunny’s off limits like this but she needs that tight backdoor broken in.” The more he talked and the more he advised, the more Aimee forgot her mortal terror. His words were a tonic and his crude instructions a frightful aphrodisiac to feed her meanest fantasies. Though her body ached, that ache was, in part, a beautiful and sexual thing. 


  In time, the talking stopped as a body with hairy legs and a thick erection stepped up on the box, grabbed her ass cheeks and parted them wide. Other hands smeared something cold and greasy along her anal cleft, and with that ceremony complete, the huge cock, poked its thick head against her anus and the body behind it began to shove. 


  “Oh, nooooooooo!” The wail proceeded from her before she realized that the man’s huge member was actually disappearing inside her ass. Suddenly, her body seemed to burst free in a shower of tingling, firecracker sparks. She got fucked hard, in a drill that would repeat, once the first attacker finished. A second man stepped up to the box, and did the same thing. Her virgin behind was ‘broken in’, just as Terrance wanted. He watched on the sidelines, impassively, watched the cruel contortions of Aimee’s face and her obvious distress—as this was not a comfortable position. Then he saw her expression transform as she became more resigned. Finally, that exquisite sense of bliss he’d often seen at the moment of climax swept across her face, leaving a relieved half smile on her lips and a pleasurable gasp. Though such a reaction never lasted long, this was just enough to insure that he was right about this girl and the extreme nature of her lust. 


  When the two men were done, Terrance took a heavy wooden paddle and spanked her long and hard. 


  “Who owns you, Miss Bloom?”


  “You do, sir.”


  “Who owns your body?”


  “You, sir.”


  “And your cunt?”


  “You, sir,” she labored through every response as the paddle continued its stinging strikes.


  “And your asshole?”


  “You, sir.”


  “You’re not going to forget now, are you?”


  “No, sir.”


  For nearly five minutes without stopping, he continued the punishment on her ass cheeks and the tender backs of her thighs. Soon, there were tears streaming down her face, and a plaintive moan of despair issuing from her mouth. Three, perhaps four minutes into the punishment, her moaning turned to soft gasping screams and the pained girl began to twist erotically inside the ropes. Terrance stopped just short of taking her chastisement to an end she couldn’t tolerate—when she’d totally go berserk. Nothing seemed as erotic to him as the sight of a woman beautifully defiled, a woman in pain, a woman hanging on to the rapture, even when it was almost impossible to do. He had her at a perfect pinnacle of desire and sensation and kept her there, but went no further. 


  Terrance’s loins were practically bursting with his own rapacious lust, yet he wouldn’t take any pleasure for himself today. No, this was a demonstration, a necessary one in his mind. Aimee needed a lesson in humility and he’d timed this one just right. 


  Once he stopped the spanking, the tabloid on the balcony was quiet for several minutes. The watching tenants slipped back into their rooms, and even Terrance left Aimee bound in the awkward pose while he took a breather, drinking a beer with Jonas. The two who used her ass disappeared like ghosts. But Angelica remained, standing just off to the left behind her friend. Her back was to the wall, her hands behind her as she leaned against the wood, and stood watch. She’d been in the same position herself one time, at Jonas’ insistence, although the situation had been slightly different—more a test of her courage, an experiment, a service to Jonas, than the obvious lesson in surrender Terrance required of, forced on Aimee. She wanted to comfort her friend, to stroke her back, her hot ass, her cunny perhaps, adjust the ropes that must have been burning by that time. But if she were caught, the consequences would be disastrous for them both. Instead, she remained where she was, hoping that just her mental anguish, and her silent words of comfort would be enough to see the girl through her trial.


  In the pressing silence, she thought back to when she’d been tortured this way. Jonas had fixed weights to her big breasts, attaching them to her nipples with pincher clamps that were difficult to endure. He’d used similar clamps on her labia and clitoris, for a time adding more weight and more clamps just to prove to them both how much pain she could suffer. It was immense. 


  Unlike Aimee, she hadn’t been anally raped. Yes, this test was quite different than hers, although she imagined that her friend’s was just as horrid as her own, in its own particular way. 


  Angelica wasn’t the only one to have sympathy for an innocent victim. Jessica, who had been standing on the stairs since the scene began, finished her observations and moved toward the girl deliberately, apparently not afraid of meeting Terrance’s wrath. Looking like a proud bird in her royal blue wrapper with the Chinese painting, she moved into Aimee’s punished behind, covering the heated skin with the soft caress of her soothing hands. 


  “Poor girl, this is her first time, isn’t it?” she said quietly, while looking at Angelica for the answer. 


  The girl nodded. 


  “And Terrance, too … what a bad roll of the die that was.”


  Jessica dropped to her knees behind Aimee’s red bottom and began to shower the skin with kisses, passionate, loving, almost voracious kisses. Wrapping her arms around Aimee’s legs, she hugged her posterior as if the two were hugging face to face. Then with her robe untied and hanging loosely off her shoulders, she rose higher and cuddled the punished flesh with her warm breasts. Her kisses began again, running along Aimee’s backbone, down and deep inside the cleft, while Jessica gently parted her buttocks. Her lips moved adroitly, kissing the distended tissue about Aimee’s anus and along the crevice. She relished the wild smell of savagery, allowing it to fuel the passion behind her nurturing care. While her tongue sought to alleviate the fire burning in that brutalized place, her healing hands removed the sting made by the unforgiving wooden implement.


  Aimee answered this unexpected display of love with a sweet groan of gratitude. 


  “Get off of her, Jess!” Terrance barked the order from Jonas’s doorway. 


  Unruffled, Jessica turned to him. “You have no couth at all, schoolboy,” she said, as she rose to her feet. Her tender hands did not stray from Aimee’s ass. 


  “And you have no business fooling with my property,” the young man further claimed.


  “You think she’s your property?”


  “She is.”


  “I’m sure you do, and she may be… for a time. We all have our moments, and this is hers. But as long as I live in this house, Terrance the Terrible, I consider it my job to appease the nasty spirits that dwell here with a taste of the sublime.” Her words were cunning, but it was her eyes that cut him, the deep blue gleaming like two pools in the desert.


  “Maybe it’s time for you to move out,” he said tersely.


  “Oh, do I challenge you that much that you have to cast me out of your lair? You afraid?”


  “Why would I be afraid of a slut like you?”


  She smiled, backed away, stared at Aimee’s bound body—perhaps with a degree of envy. Her fingers were still connected to the reddened flesh. The color was fading, but there would be marks from the paddle that would remain for days. A little purple here, a little rose color there. Jessica grieved a bit as she finally withdrew her hand and pulled the wrapper back in place over her shoulders and around her willowy form. Her yellow blonde curls were scattered, mussed from her activity and falling sexily over her face. She moved toward Terrance.


  “You really don’t understand what you do,” she purred as she patted his cheek. 


  He brushed her hand away. 


  She smiled, batting her lashes like the vamp she was. 


  “Bitch!” he softly uttered as she slinked on by. 


  She turned with a satisfied gleam in her eye. “You’re just mad that you can’t have me anymore.”


  “I can’t think of a man who wouldn’t want a codpiece in your presence.”


  She smiled still, then drifted away, along the far side of the balcony, finally vanishing down the back stairs with the embroidered dragon on the back of her robe the last thing anyone saw—well, that and her yellow blonde curls. 


  Angelica took in the strange confrontation with a bit of awe. She’d always admire Jessica for the subtle but powerful way she had with men—even though she’d never like her for the same reason. Terrance, annoyed but hardly bested, continued drinking his beer. He would let his strung-up beauty pay for the cheeky blonde’s presumptuous behavior by letting her dangle a little longer. 


   For her part, Aimee took the extended lesson well, Angelica thought. As the redhead continued to keep watch, Aimee remained virtually inert, looking a bit like a beautiful insect pinned. Her long, youthful legs, the lovely rounds of her ass… even the hourglass of her figure was visible in this pose. In front, her breasts hung pendulantly, swaying just slightly…


  “You think she’s had enough,” Terrance finally asked. 


  “I’m sure she has,” Angelica stated. “More than required, I think.”


  “Yes, perhaps.” The young man viewed his handiwork with satisfaction. The girl hardly twitched or swayed. “Perhaps she’s sleeping,” he added, seeing Aimee’s eyes were closed. 


  “I doubt that,” Angelica responded. “Sometime you have to close out what you just can’t endure.”


  “And you think she’s doing that?”


  “I do.”


  “I suppose you’re right. I think I’ll leave her there a bit longer. It’s a shame to waste so much effort for just a few moments result.”


  “I think you should bring her down,” Angelica countered him. 


  “Yes, you would think that. But that’s where you and I differ.”


  Terrance returned to the room where he shared another beer with Jonas, drinking leisurely before he freed his toy. 


  ***


  The newest edition of The Journal featured a picture… one so strange, so odd, and so astounding that the many who saw it, studied it for some time while testing their reactions, unsure, unable to decide if they liked the image or loathed it. Girl With Rope. It could have been the same girl as in the other pictures, but no one would know for sure, since the photograph didn’t show her face. In this view, a vanquished female body lay prone on its stomach, arms and legs looking scattered but at rest, hair wildly disheveled. Thrown over this languorous form were ropes, looking as if they’d been tossed there the way used rope would be tossed in the corner and forgotten. Had the girl been tossed in the corner too? What was the photographer trying to tell the world? 


  Breathtaking


  Mutedly vibrant


  Disgusting… trashy … erotic nuance at its finest…


  Brilliant!


  And in the last letter to the editor: An abomination!




  Chapter Five


  It was four days later in the early morning. Aimee was about to leave the boardinghouse for work. In fact, she’d just stepped into the hall outside her room, when she spotted Terrance standing at his open door. He was naked above the waist, wearing long johns below. His hair was tousled and his eyes heavy from sleep, though his body still commanded a vibrant masculine energy. Even so early in the day, Aimee reacted instantly with a stunning surge of warm desire tickling her crotch.


  “Come here,” he ordered her as he waved her forward. 


  How strange that she’d never been inside his room, while he knew hers intimately, and had, in fact, made himself acquainted with nearly every corner of her life. She entered his room suspiciously, quickly reviewing its simple contents, while at the same time being worried he’d detain her there and make her late for work. 


  Terrance’s room contained all the essentials for a young bachelor: bed, desk, two chairs, table and a wardrobe for his clothes—now standing half open with its contents haphazardly thrown inside and falling on the floor outside. His desk was probably of greatest fascination to her. She knew he was a writer, though they never talked about his work. But despite her curiosity, he had one brief purpose in mind for this visit before he sent her on. 


  “Look at me,” he said as he watched her eyes latch on to the messy papers on his desk. 


  “Yes,” she spun around, “but you must be brief… I’m due at the store in just a few minutes. I don’t want to be late; Emma will be very cross.”


  “Brief it will be, Miss Bloom,” he said, as he splashed water from his basin onto his face and then wiped his sun drenched skin dry on a towel. “You’ll be accompanying me out tonight. I’ll expect you ready by seven.”


  “Where are we going?” Her eyes lit with both excitement and concern.


  “You’ll answer that question for yourself when we get there.”


  “But—I … ”


  “Enough, girl, just be ready by seven.”


  “But ready how?” She looked down at her clothes in wonder. 


  “Dress the way you usually do and that will be fine.” 


  She stared at him silently for some seconds, waiting for more, then finally asking, “Is that all?” 


  “That’s it, now run along before the old lady fires you.”


  Aimee hurriedly left the room with her heart fluttering fast and her head spinning; she almost thought she’d faint. She wanted desperately to talk with Angelica—figuring that she would know something about Terrance’s plans, but her day was tied up with customers and inventory and Emma Whittier staring over her shoulder. At three o’clock, she was finally free enough to speak with her friend. 


  “Can you tell me what’s happening tonight?” she jumped on the available moment, whispering as if she were telling a salacious secret. 


  “Tonight?”


  “You know, Terrance told me we’d be going out.”


  “Out where?”


  “That’s what I hoped you’d tell me.”


  Angelica’s face changed slightly. “Perhaps, he’s going to…” The sentence drifted away before she finished.


  “Perhaps what?”


  Angelica was decidedly changed, her bright face now a bit drawn, her eyes less bright but certainly thoughtful. Her mind was clearly engaged by the question. 


  After getting no response for several moments, Aimee pressed her further, “Should I be worried?”


  Angelica smiled for a second as if nothing was the matter, and said, “I haven’t a clue. Perhaps he just wants to take you to dinner.”


  “It didn’t feel that way.”


  Angelica considered again. “I suppose not with Terrance. Likely, it’s something as simple as dinner. If not, then we might both have something to worry about.” She was openly nervous now, her hands shaking. “I suppose I should be thanking you for sharing the information,” she added. “But frankly, I’d rather not know if Jonas has plans for me tonight. If it’s one of his cult’s festivities, they are best entered into with a naïve and uncluttered mind.”


  “Oh, my!” Aimee looked worried too. “Then I shouldn’t have said anything.” 


  “But you didn’t know, darling. And… it might be nothing at all.” Angelica looked unusually tense as she stacked boxes in the storeroom, while Aimee leaned against the doorpost watching the activity, at the same time watching the front door for arriving customers.


  “What if it is this sadistic cult?” she asked, still whispering.


  “Then you’ll do what you do best in Terrance’s company. Surrender. You really have no other choice.” Angelica wouldn’t look her friend directly in the eye. But two months knowing the vivacious redhead, Aimee could discern her moods and this one was particularly dark, a forbidding thing since the self-assured young woman was rarely shaken by anything. 


  Yes, Aimee had had her moments of dread in the past few weeks, but there was a particularly ominous feeling regarding the night ahead, especially since it was a first with Terrance, which bore its own portentous overtones. He’d never taken her anywhere in public or to any private party. Aimee knew he often ventured out for some sort of liaisons that she suspected were sexual—mainly because Angelica told her they were. To dive deep into his mysterious realm was enough to have her sitting on pins and needles all day. And Angelica’s odd behavior did nothing to allay her fears.


  ***


  Late that afternoon, Angelica disappeared. One minute she was working in the storeroom, the next, nowhere to be found. Discussing her absence with Emma did no good. “Sometimes she does that,” the old woman told Aimee, showing herself to be completely unconcerned with her employee’s absence, “she always returns,” she added, including this reassuring coda, “that’s why you’re here.” 


  This new twist on her already unsettling day just exacerbated the girl’s fear. Although she might have been concerned that unknown villains had kidnapped Angelica, in her gut she was certain that her friend’s sudden disappearance had more to do with the night ahead. As hastily as she could that evening, she closed the shop and excused herself with Emma, saying that she had a spitting headache—which was nearly true. She rushed home hoping she’d find the answers she was looking for. To her dismay, going home gave her no more clue about Angelica’s whereabouts than she had earlier. No one had seen her friend since she left for work that morning, and Jonas, as Aimee would expect, was nowhere to be found. The shaken girl had little choice but to wait from five-thirty until seven o’clock for Terrance to appear. On time to the minute, he knocked once, then opened her door without her answering, which was his custom.


  “You look ready.”


  “As I’ll ever be,” she replied as cheerfully as she could. “I don’t suppose you know where Angelica is?” she wondered aloud, in hopes that he could connect their outing with Angelica’s disappearance. 


  “I haven’t a clue,” Terrance said with a shrug. 


  Aimee was certain he was lying, but he wouldn’t say another word about the matter. He silently escorted her to a waiting taxicab, and from there, they wandered aimlessly into the night, through a maze of unknown streets to a destination teaming with chilling possibilities. 


  ***


  The taxicab dropped the pair in a part of the city unfamiliar to Aimee. And from there, the journey became only more obscure. They hurriedly walked several blocks, darting, for some reason Aimee never could fathom, twice into dank, vacant alleys only to return to a well-traveled street. For all the twists and turns, they might well have been going in a circle, though Aimee would never know. Finally, Terrance stopped in front of a nondescript brick building and knocked on its plain metal door. 


  Aimee gazed about anxiously. This was obviously no supper club or dinner party with friends—not even the workingman’s tavern she suspected Terrance frequented late at night. With her imagination running wild, the excitement in her body made her weak. She was certain of a sexual conclusion to this night, and the naughty fears that accompanied such a thought made her nerves light with fire. 


  When the metal door opened, Terrance pushed her through the dark opening with a gentle shove, then the door banged behind them with a significant thunk. Eyes widening in horror, Aimee’s stared awestruck at three men wearing masks and dark cloaks. And then, just as she was acquainting herself with her surroundings, a blindfold was slipped over her eyes. 


  “Terrance!” she gasped. 


  “Don’t worry, Miss Bloom,” he whispered, “you’ll be just fine. The less you see in the next few minutes the better off you’ll be.” 


  “What are you going to do to me?”


  “Nothing that you can’t endure. Remember, my darling, you’re doing this for me. For you and me. For us together.” He kissed her lightly on the nose, then on the lips with a tenderness that was unlike his normal way. He was trying to appease her, she guessed. 


  As Terrance led her through a vast maze of corridors and rooms, the young girl listened to the walls around her, which echoed with strange noises seeming to come from every direction. She tried to understand what was happening, or even locate the sound of a familiar voice—Angelica’s perhaps. Yet, these sounds were unfamiliar. Screaming through the air in hushed tones were agonized whimpers, and the whir and whistle of leather meeting air. 


  The pair navigated a steep staircase, walked along another of many dank corridors, then turned into an open space where they abruptly stopped. 


  “This will be brief,” Terrance advised her privately with his lips close to her ear. “Once your induction is complete, you’ll join me for the remainder of the evening.”


  “What induction?” Aimee whispered in a heated worried tone. 


  “Hush. Just do as you’re told. I won’t be far away, and I will be listening to it all.”


  “But… ”


  “Shush,” he jumped in before her protest could go further. 


  Then without further comment, Terrance ringed her wrists in irons and fixed them overhead. And with a suddenness that almost made her lose her balance, he whisked away the blindfold and disappeared into the surrounding shadows.


  What did he mean ‘induction’? What horror had he brought her to? Could this be the secret society Angelica spoke of? 


  There were no immediate answers to her quandary. The room around her was pitch black. And her eyes, for all their attempts to make out shapes or forms, failed. She felt swallowed inside an enormous void. At one moment, the void seemed to roar with sound, then next, the air was empty. She thought she heard the sound of shuffling feet, or cloaks swishing in the air, or muffled voices murmuring in the dark. Afraid, her eyes pooled with tears. She stood chained inside a deafening silence; the only real sounds she could recognize were the wrist cuffs and their chains clanking every time she moved.


  Before she cried aloud, before she screamed and called for help, before she had time to panic, she sensed the bodies around her, real bodies, not phantoms moving the air in varying patterns. A draft of air hit her bare arm, and then the hem of her dress stirred. Then, with a subtlety almost too slight to notice, what had been pitch black turned into a murky grey. Her eyes struggled to make out what she was seeing, but the room remained a confusing blur of shifting shapes. She turned to her left and her wrist chains clanked. She turned to the right and they clanked again. She searched for Terrance among the vague apparitions; he was the only possible anchor she would have in this frightening venue. But she could make out no one, no particular face or form, not even one she should know from memory. 


  From the crowd of murky figures one reached to her from behind. She tried to turn around but the unseen assailant held her tightly at the neck, whispering, “Don’t move, child.”


  “Yes, sir,” she guardedly replied, while her body quivered in anticipation, responding to the awesome sound of the mysterious voice. 


  When the voice spoke again, it was loud enough so that everyone in the room could hear. “You’ve been chosen by one of our members to be his property. Is that so?”


  Her mind went blank.


  “Speak!” the fellow nudged her from behind. 


  “Y-yes, yes, that’s true. I belong to Terrance,” she finally gasped. 


  “Very good,” came the crisp retort, while the man’s fierce grasp of her neck increased—perhaps the nature of his message increased in importance and it was imperative that she understand that fact. While every nerve in her quaked with fear, every breath she took was laced with excitement of a magnitude she’d never experienced. And it was all sexual, throbbing hotly in her groin and extending outward. She was afraid her poor body would burst the seams of her dress. 


  “Tonight is your induction before your master’s tribunal,” the man behind her continued to speak, while the light in the room grew brighter still. Aimee could actually see a few masked faces among the shadowy shapes. “He brings you here for us to judge your worthiness and your compliance. He tells us you’re obedient, surrendering, a willing participant in his ‘other’ world. Is that so?”


  “Yes, sir, that is so,” she answered to the empty faces who awaited her reply. Again, she’d responded thoughtlessly, having little idea what she was agreeing to. Of course, the saner side of her might have screamed an adamant, “No!” to each question. But she wasn’t particularly sane at that moment. 


  It was just a game, was it not? An elaborate cult, bent on pleasure of a sort she’d already succumbed to? What harm could there be in submitting to her body’s physical satisfaction? These swift thoughts made her initial reply easy. But what if she were wrong? What if this were not a game?


  “You realize what this means,” the man went on, “that you have become Terrance’s property to direct, to use, to punish, to love and to enjoy.”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied again. Love? She never thought that this was love.


  “Very good. Then you’ve agreed to wear his mark?”


  “His mark? I don’t know what that means.”


  “It means that the evidence of your surrender will be recorded on your body for all to see—that is, all who your master gives permission to see. You agree to wear his mark?”


  “Yes, yes, I think so,” she answered.


  “You think so? Or you know for sure? Do agree to wear his mark, or not?” He spoke coldly, calmly, but with such urgency that she found little choice but to answer: “Yes, yes, I do.” 


  As if her words were a command, the light in the room expanded noticeably, so that it gleamed with a warm, yellow, candlelit radiance. Her eyes adjusted to the change, and for a time the crowd about her seemed a little less spooky and she breathed more easily. She scanned the audience again, still unable to distinguish Terrance from the others. If he was there, he now wore a mask and cloak just like the other men. 


  Without warning, the man behind her suddenly withdrew his hand from her neck, while another man took his place, holding her body firmly from behind with a strong arm wrapped tightly about her torso. A second man moved into the left side of her body and raised her skirt and silk chemise to the hip. Her thigh was bare above her stocking, an unspoiled expanse of creamy flesh. And there, in front of two dozen eyes, a third man moved in with the burning iron.


  Aimee was unable to look; her nostrils picked up the white-hot heat. Fear blanched her face and before it dawned on her what would happen, the startling result had already taken place. High on her bared left thigh she felt the pain: a hot, searing, intense pain that ripped through her frayed nerves so fast that for a second she went limp. She thought she smelled the scent of burning hair and burning skin, and then there was nothing; the pain fled, leaving in its place a deep throbbing in her flesh. As the two men let her go and backed away, she looked down to see that her knee-length dress had been pinned up at the side to show the ‘mark’ made there. She’d been branded! Not a name, or an initial, but an insignia she faintly recalled seeing before, although she didn’t remember where. 


  As the truth grabbed hold, she was instantaneously dizzy and almost fainted. 


  “Aimee!” Terrance voice struck as keenly as the cane he wielded—just to wake her up. This was a cruel kind of ‘smelling salts’ but it worked. She stood up straight, having no intention of feeling another cut of the bamboo across her ass. Even clothed as her bottom was, the effect was painfully bracing. “Do I need to bare your ass and cane you properly?” he asked her as a warning. 


  “No, sir,” she jumped right in.


  “You’ve pledged yourself to me. Were you lying?”


  “No, sir,” she spit out.


  “Very good.” It was the other voice—the man with the iron fist of a hand. “I think your toy has passed her first test,” he told Terrance. 


  As easily as the light increased, the gleaming glow around her diminished until Aimee could see nothing again. But she could sense the aura in the room change, and she imagined that the audience dispersed elsewhere. Although her ears strained to hear something, anything, there was not a murmur, not a sound anywhere. All she could hear was her beating heart, and all she could feel was her throbbing thigh. She was left alone again, chained to the ceiling above her; now at the mercy of these men, and of Terrance, who brought her here, extracting from her innocent heart obedience to a world both foreign and frightening. What had she just done? What had she agreed to?


  In might have been just minutes, or as long as an hour before Aimee was rescued. By then, she’d lost all track of time. When Terrance finally came for her, he carried a torch that he placed in a wall brace while he unfastened her wrist cuffs. Within seconds, she was at his side again being escorted down a hallway and into another room. This room was much larger than the one where she’d been chained and branded, but it had the same ominous atmosphere, and the same shifting shadows. She was led to a circle that had been painted on the floor in red—likely some time ago, for the paint was worn, but still distinguishable. 


  “Kneel. You’ll watch from here,” Terrance whispered in her ear. “I’ll come for you when the session is over.” Following the instruction, Aimee settled with her knees on the red circle, mimicking a half dozen other young women much like her, who were given the same instructions. Like her, their masters had taken their seats in the rows of pews behind them, while waiting for the ‘session’—whatever that meant—to begin. In their robes and masks, they were indistinguishable from each other, each a perfect imitation of the men sitting at their right and left. 


  Similarly, the girls were clothed and knelt humbly in their places. Most looked like ordinary serving girls, store clerks, or schoolteachers with little sign of their servitude to the men who brought them. There were two, however, that were collared and cuffed in distinctive irons that were clearly signs of their submissive status. And Aimee’s fresh brand remained uncovered to show the emblem of her newly acquired status. As she knelt waiting, she could only assume that the other girls were also marked the way she’d been marked.


  While the room continued to fill and several other girls joined them kneeling, all eyes were focused into the center of the wide circle, fixed on a circular drape, which dangled from the ceiling and hid whatever was inside it. Aimee could imagine some exhibition—perhaps a show such as the one she’d seen with Angelica and Jonas, or like the one she gave for the tenants of the boardinghouse. But this would be something more elaborate, something purposely staged. An initiation, a rite of passage, a punishment, a demonstration? The girls in the circle wouldn’t know until the proceedings began. Aimee would wait with them—scared and uncertain but indisputably aroused. 


  When the last girl joined the circle, she filled in the last empty space in a perfectly arranged twelve-point star. Aimee liked the symmetry of their gathering. It calmed her fear and brought order to the chaotic feelings that so threatened to run away with her good sense. There was something tidy and precise about this place and these people that she could count on—no sign of Terrance’ or Jonas’ eccentric energies, no hint of their blatant anarchy. And yet, inside this circle was the most profound sexual power. It moved like a massive wave from girl to girl. It made them strong, greater than they were separately. They seemed bound together in their submission, if only for these few minutes while they waited. 


  Once the last girl took her place, the lights in the room dimmed until it was nearly dark throughout. Moments later, a drum began to beat with a steady sound that was both reassuring and portentous.


  From out of the shadows on opposite sides of the room, two cloaked figures emerged and approached the circular curtain. Instead of moving the curtain aside, as Aimee imagined they would, the two took hold of the thick fabric and jerked it down with ruthless tugs, baring what had been so cleverly hidden behind it. There, before all their eyes, was the body of a young woman—expertly bound, gagged and impaled. 


  She was naked, suspended from the ceiling with ropes and chains, her body sprawled out as if she were lying on her back, and held in place by an intricate system of wires, pulleys and posts. The bondage was intended to display her in as blatant and deliberate a way as possible. Her arms and legs were opened wide and her knees were bent so that the cleft of her ass was keenly exposed from below. Her voluminous breasts flattened against her chest—but only to a point; her flesh was firm and athletic and her nipples jutted from the tops of her breasts, in their centers two fat bullets shooting toward the sky. Her mouth was filled with a large round ball, which had been fixed with straps that fastened behind her neck, while lodged inside her ass and vagina were what appeared to be thick dildos anchored in place with leather straps.


  The girls in the circle all gasped as they watched in horror. The apparition stunned Aimee. The quiet beauty of this tethered body was not just a shock to her; it laid bare powerful feelings of desire she would never have expected having. As she looked closer, her eyes drew in more than just the stunning sight of this trapped girl, they captured the essence of surrender, what she had ascribed to earlier that evening. Would this happen to her? She could only guess it would. Terrance’s sadistic desire was a dark and deeply flowing river that she imagined would contain schemes as demented as this one was.


  While the room pulsed with mounting fervor drawn from this amazing scene, a revolving platform in the ceiling began to turn and the bound girl’s body began to rotate slowly. The audience sat transfixed as they viewed the girl from every vantage point—from her open cunt, her tautly bound sides and her head, which was supported at the neck by a thick collar and ropes that attached it to the hanging platform above. To Aimee’s unknowing eyes, this was initially just another girl, another submissive like herself, who had an awesome duty to perform. But as the wheel turned above, and the bound beauty circled, her identity became unmistakable. Angelica!


  Of course, Angelica! Aimee shouted silently as she watched terrified and then in awe. The flaming red hair had not been visible at first. It had be plaited into a braid and wound around her head—beyond Aimee’s line of vision when the tethered body was first unveiled. Seeing the distinct recognizable face as it came into view, there could be no doubt. This was Angelica—bouncy, beautiful, voluptuous, sexy Angelica. Her dearest friend. She didn’t know whether to weep for joy or cry with disgust… 


  Aimee turned briefly, searching for Terrance in the crowd of cloaked men behind her—looking for comfort perhaps, reassurance, anything to make the moment more understandable. But her breach in form was met with the sharp rap of a cane on her upper buttocks, and she instantly turned back, forced to stare into the eyes she knew so well. As the ceiling platform circled, it also began to lower. By the time, Angelica’s head was at its closest point to Aimee, the two friends could stare into each other’s eyes. In that split second of recognition, Aimee thought she saw her friend’s face change. But this was a subtle switch she couldn’t be sure of. Had Angelica actually seen her? She wouldn’t know until much later. 


  Once the platform finished its 360-degree turn, it stopped with an abrupt jolt that threatened to tear the girl’s free-dangling body at every angle. When she finally came to rest, Angelica was about waist high to anyone standing and eye level to the kneeling girls. Still unsure what to think or feel, the stunned Aimee found herself staring straight into her friend’s wet crotch. Yes, wet! The signs of sexual arousal were as obvious as the glistening female dew that clung to the ends of the two dildos. 


  The ropes that were attached to the ceiling rigging were then detached, and she was bound to a table where she rested on her back. Her arms were still strung up to her sides—though they were now tied to posts on either side of her. And the wires that held her bent knees wide and secured her feet were reattached to a lower set of eyehooks. 


  “Torture her!” a voice suddenly sprung from the crowd behind Aimee.


  The room was instantly astir with sounds of hushed voices and rustling cloaks.


  “Bring on the machine!” another voice followed the first. 


  The din grew more pronounced. 


  The two men who’d stripped away the drapery needed no commands to get them moving. They’d rehearsed the scene before it began, and worked with practiced skill. A strange contraption soon appeared from underneath a recessed dais and was placed between Angelica’s open thighs. 


  With her line of sight aimed straight into Angelica’s crotch, Aimee could hardly see what was happening. Her view was blocked by the strange-looking machine. She was aware, however, that the two dildos had been removed, when each one was held up for the audience to see its glistening, cum-soaked surface. 


  A murmur of cheers emanated from the crowd like the swell of an ocean wave and then receded.


  Aimee’s heart was pounding rapidly. Her cunt was hot and raw. With every second of this spectacle that ticked by, her arousal soared a bit more, and tiny sexual spasms began to shake her insides with the threat of a spontaneous orgasm. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she was shouting gleefully to herself—just as she could hear the silent cries of those around her urging on the revolting scene. She wanted to rub herself. She wanted to come. She wanted to fuck!


  Suddenly, the scene before her lurched oddly, and the entire dais began to move in a circle, just the way the dangling apparatus had just circled above. The surrounding audience could view the scene from every angle as it slowly moved. Likewise, as the dais began to turn, Aimee could see from a side view the major element of Angelica’s torture. The funny contraption between her friend’s spread thighs had two protrusions, two dildo-like rods extending from its one end and aimed at Angelica’s cunt and anus. They had been artfully constructed to resemble real penises and were now poised in perfect juxtaposition to thrust at the proper angle. With a slow but accurate aim, one attendant pushed the machine even further toward its target, until the head of each thick dildo pierced an already greased channel—one above and one below. With another quick shove, the pair of dildos was driven in another inch and then another inch. Angelica grunted from behind her gag, but it was unclear whether it was a grunt of satisfaction or terror. 


  Once the man was happy with the placement of the dildos, he locked the contraption in place and stepped back. Then turning a lever on the top of the machine, he started the thrusting action of the two rods. Like the pistons of an engine, they slowly began to work the girl’s tight openings, expanding what had already been forced wide by her earlier impalement. As soon as she got used to one speed and depth, the attendant turned his lever to a higher setting making the long rods move a little faster and penetrate deeper. As the intensity increased, Angelica muffled voice seemed to grow more urgent. But once she resumed a more softly moaning sound, presumably having adjusted to the new level of penetration, the attendant raised the level yet again. A little more of the rods’ lengths and girths emerged from inside the machine, and pressed ever deeper into Angelica’s waiting portals. From a side view, it was possible to witness the invasion, to note the great depth of penetration and see the demanding strain on the girl’s body. Her muscles tensed, her body shook. She seemed to scream, though it still wasn’t clear exactly how she responded—in pain, or from the wellspring of pleasure that was so common for her. 


  Soon the dildos beat inside her ass and cunt with a ruthless thunder. The girl and her machine became one—a harsh but glorious statement of sexual surrender. 


  With another turn of the lever, the entire circle of watching submissives cringed with anxiety, wondering if their sister in bondage could take more. Though they were afraid for her, they envied her strength, her stamina, and most assuredly envied her the pleasure that must have been bounding through her body. As they watched the muscles in her calves, thighs, arms and torso strain, they could feel the spasms in their bellies just like the ones they imagined in Angelica’s sexual core. 


  Then they watched transfixed as the second attendant, a tall male of huge proportion, stripped away his cloak, and strode naked to the girl. He unlocked the ballgag affixed in Angelica’s mouth and mounted the table where she was tied. Straddling her head, with knees on either side of her face, he offered her mouth his enormous erection. Out of habit, she opened wide without hesitation in hopes of taking his cock as he demanded she do. But she gagged on the huge member, gurgling and spitting him out, wagging her head back and forth in denial. 


  As if to warn her that she’d get no reprieve from their demands, the other attendant turned the machine up higher still. Banged hard by the twin prongs, her lower body relinquished once more to the cruelest blows yet. In that surrender, her mouth and throat gave way as well. She had little choice but to accept the startling impalement, though by the time her mouth finally accepted the inevitable, she had quit fighting. 


  Powerful spasms wracked the girl’s insides. With each one, the whole arena seemed to shake and the entire dais creaked and groaned as if it would break apart. Oblivious to any outside concerns, Angelica sucked the huge erection, while her stimulated body began to release and release and release in profound erotic surges. The machine drove on, as if it were relentlessly pursuing some specific conclusion. But there was no conclusion to this ordeal. It would last as long as the man at the lever continued to drive the engine that fucked the girl. For a time, Aimee transcended the scene as if she could join her friend in ecstasy. Her body shook with a powerful sexual climax of her own, one that left her wondering if the others in her circle of submissives had climaxed too. 


  When Aimee’s focus finally returned to the dais where Angelica lay bound, she realized that the machine had stopped and the dildos had been removed. Covering the slut’s face were the remnants of the man’s cum, a sticky goo across her lips, her cheeks, her chin and even her breasts. Aimee hadn’t even seen him spurt. Where had she gone as the scene concluded? How had it ended? These were questions for which she had no answer.


  Seconds later, she felt Terrance reaching down for her. “Come,” he said. 


  She raised her hand for him as he pulled her to her wobbling legs. She could hardly stand. 


  “What happens to her now?” she whispered quietly. She leaned into Terrance’ side, while gazing back longingly on her vanquished friend.


  “Shush!” he whispered in reply and she kept silent as he led her out of the room. 


  Her thighs ached a bit and the skin felt tight, while her body felt as though it had undergone a hundred orgasms in that hour. They returned to the front entrance of the building through the twisted maze of corridors she’d previously walked blind. Even without the blindfold, she was too dazed to realize the path they took. Only when they were on the street again, threading their way through alleys and streets, did she speak again. The same question burned on her tongue. 


  “What’s going to happen to Angelica?”


  “You won’t let up, will you?” Terrance noted.


  “I’m afraid for her,” she said. 


  “But you want what she had.”


  “I don’t know.” 


  “I think you do. I saw your body respond, everyone did.”


  “Yes, I suppose…” She tried to remember what had happened, how she’d blacked out and what that orgasm felt like, but now the whole incident seemed like little more than a dream. They continued on to a main thoroughfare where Terrance hailed a cab. 


  “So, you’re planning the same ravishment for me?” Aimee asked as they were speeding toward the boardinghouse. 


  “I might, but you’re not ready yet,” he replied.


  “What makes me ready?” she wondered aloud. 


  “For me to decide you are.”


  “And Angelica?” 


  Aimee thought she detected a slight smirk on his face as she returned to that unanswered question. 


  “Jonas will take care of her and she’ll be just fine. Just like she always is. It’s fair to say she’ll be whipped.”


  “Whipped? What for?”


  “Because she feasts on the thrill of it, and her night would not be complete without it.” 




  Chapter Six


  “Oh, how are you?” Aimee rushed into Angelica’s room and to the bed, where the vibrant redhead was reclining against a thick bed of pillows. It had been two days since that awesome night and Aimee was frantic to see her friend. Jonas refused her the previous day, saying that his girlfriend needed to rest.


  “You’ve been worried about me?” Angelica was all smiles as soon as the anxious Aimee clutched her hand. 


  “Yes, why wouldn’t I be? Such unspeakable acts! I can’t even believe now what I saw!”


  “Oh, believe your eyes, dear one. They don’t lie. It has been some time since I was hooked to that little devil, and what a lover it is!”


  “Then you enjoyed yourself?” Aimee’s eyes widened in disbelief.


  “Of course. You must know … you saw for yourself.”


  “And you were whipped afterwards?”


  “Oh, in the cruelest way,” she said joking. 


  “Really?”


  “I doubt there’s a mark left by now. Why don’t you look see?”


  Angelica turned around, pulling down the sleeve of her nightgown.


  Aimee looked at the Angelica’s once smooth flesh. “But you have been marked!” she said seeing the remnants of significant welts.


  “Oh, indeed! And it was glorious. The finest thing I could feel. They strung me up and beat me, breasts, thighs, ass, back, like I was a worthless infidel that needed to be punished.” Though she spoke of the ordeal in a glowing refrain, her bright expression suddenly dimmed seeing the terrified look on Aimee’s face. “I can’t say why I thrive on this, my darling, but I do. Let’s not try to explain it. Please. Just feel good about what you’ve seen. Feel good for me,” she smiled warmly. “And feel good for yourself that you’ve found me and Jonas—and Terrance—and that you’ve become a part of this seductive world. Think how free we are!”


  “It doesn’t feel that way to me, not exactly.”


  “How does it feel?”


  “I’m not sure. I’m mostly numb.” 


  “It takes time, Aimee. But don’t let this pain you. After all, I was the one tortured and it was truly finer than anything I could imagine.”


  “I was branded, you know,” Aimee reminded her. 


  “I suppose you were, as we all are before we’re allowed inside the sadist’s inner sanctum. Let me see it. I suppose it’s sore.”


  Aimee pulled her dress above her thigh where the small insignia had been burned into her flesh. Aimee thought it looked rather ugly two days after the fact. “Yes, it is sore, but I suppose that will go away in time.” 


  “Of course, I hardly think of my brand anymore.”


  “Really? I didn’t even know you had one.” 


  “I wouldn’t be Jonas’ girl without one,” she said, pulling up her nightgown to reveal a small mark faintly embedded in her skin. Yes, it was the same insignia that had been burnished into Aimee’s thigh, although over time, the brand had healed leaving a delicate mark, a simple x. “Yours will look the same in time.” 


  Aimee lightly fingered the distorted flesh. But it hardly seemed distorted all, as if she’d been born with the mark. “It’s really quite lovely.”


  “As yours will be,” Angelica cocked her head cutely as she gauged her friend’s response. “So, you see, there’s really nothing to worry you. Our lovers might be a bit villainous, but they are not really villains, or evil, or malevolent.” Then her eyes dimmed playfully. “Of course, a little malevolence is what makes our lives so fun.”


  Aimee smiled bashfully, as her gaze returned to her own branding. “I rather like it,” she admitted, while holding back a giggle. “It feels terribly naughty.” She bit her lip childishly, and her eyes danced. Then leaning into Angelica as if there were someone in the room that might be listening in, she confessed in a whisper, “I get the most delicious tickle between my legs every time I think of it. And when I put my hand on it… ”


   “You girls going to yap all day?” 


  Startled, the giggling girlfriends turned to the doorway, watching as Jonas rushed in to gather his camera equipment. 


  Aimee blushed and hid her head, afraid that Jonas had heard her private confession. 


  “You’re going out again, darling?” Angelica called to him. 


  “Inspiration doesn’t wait for my timing,” he answered back. 


  “You’ve said that before.”


  “The truth is worth repeating.” Jonas rifled through the messy table and the boxes beneath it, at last finding what he was looking for. He stopped suddenly, staring toward the bed, toward his girlfriend and Aimee. There was a peculiar expression on his face.


  “You want to come with me?”


  “Oh, I’m much too tired,” Angelica replied. 


  “No, not you, Aimee,” he stared right into the girl’s surprised face. 


  “Me?”


  “Her?”


  “Yes. Aimee. I need a model and you’ll do just fine.”


  “You don’t plan to take pictures of me naked?”


  “Of course not. It’s a beautiful day outside, my inspiration is flying in a hundred directions. I need some place for it to focus. Besides, this is Sunday and the store is closed, so you don’t make excuses, girl. You’re coming with me.”


  Aimee looked at her friend for permission.


  Angelica signed. “Why not? It’s terrible to be cooped up here on such a lovely afternoon.”


  “But don’t you want to come too?”


  “No, I’m still dwelling on the recent past,” she said with a satisfied smile. “You go and enjoy yourself.” She settled back in her nest of pillows quite satisfied with the arrangement for reasons Aimee couldn’t even begin to guess. 


  ***


  In the far corner of the city park, Jonas spotted the exact location he was looking for. The cool beneath the overhanging trees was a pleasant change from the intensely sunny day. The ground was grassy and a sweet breeze stirred the otherwise stilted air. And there, just under a tall oak, hung a wooden swing suspended from two heavy ropes.


  “Perfect!” he exclaimed as he quickly surveyed the scene. There was not a soul around, which made the setting even more perfect for his plans. “Are you up for something a little more risqué?” he asked Aimee. He’d already taken a half dozen pictures of her in the park, in various poses, light-hearted snapshots of her looking modest and smiling innocently. 


  “What would that mean?” she asked.


  He gently pushed her toward a protected alcove surrounded by a high hedge. “Nothing too tawdry, just a good tease, kind of like the day. Remove your panties.”


  “What! Right here! In a public place!” She answered indignantly.


  “There’s no public around,” he sounded equally as indignant. “You want to argue, I’ll take them down myself, and tell Terrance you’ve been a bad girl. He’ll beat your ass so you can’t sit down and I’ll still get my way.”


  “Oh, you are an impossible man! I should have known you’d have something like this in mind.”


  “Have my pictures hurt you before?”


  “No.”


  “Have they been distasteful to your virginal eyes?”


  “Well, no. But then, I’ve only seen one or two.”


  “Then be a good sport and we’ll have some fun.”


  He didn’t have to cajole her into agreeing; he could have demanded it in that tone of voice that made her pussy wet with an excited thrill. Or truly laid the wrath of Terrance on her. Yet, at the same time, he wanted her willing acquiescence. He wanted to see her flirt, that twinkling in her beautiful eyes that had captured so many hearts the last few weeks. He knew he could have the perfect erotic expression just moments after her orgasm. But he wanted the same thing now without the sexual climax. 


  He watched as her mind worked through the problem—she was often a very deliberate girl. She was truly an enigma, a contradiction, the perfect innocent, the perfect slut. 


  “So what do I have to do?” she finally asked. 


  “Take off your panties and sit on the swing.”


  “And that’s all?”


  “That’s all, love.”


  She gazed suspiciously around her, seeing no one. “I’ll stop right away if someone comes around,” she warned.


  “Of course, I’d never expose you in public. You know you can trust me.”


  She knew nothing of the sort, but she was titillated. If nothing else, it was rather naughty being here alone with Jonas, while Angelica lounged in her bed, and Terrance was who knows where. It was forbidden and sexy, and her poor crotch was so hot, she might have stripped if he’d asked her to. 


  With a pink blush on her cheek, she reached under her demure calf-length dress and tugged at her panties. Then her blushed broadened and she giggled like a schoolgirl, as she held them up for Jonas to see. What a lovely feeling it was when Aimee discarded her underclothes, and the warm summer breeze lapped her bare privates! 


  “Oh, you are a treasure!” Jonas exclaimed. He was getting exactly what he was hoping for.


  Jonas was smiling. She was happy; he was happy. Oh! Where would this lead?


  “Now, you just sit on the swing … on your bare behind, of course, and I’ll give you a nice push.”


  Aimee practically danced into the clearing with an excitement she could hardly contain. Still blushing, and still watching for a passerby to ruin her moment, she furtively raised her dress enough so she could plop her bare behind on the cool wooden seat. How dangerous! How silly! How wonderful the feel of her naked body parts against the rough wood. 


  “What if I get splinters?” she suddenly gasped.


  “Then I’ll pluck them out one by one.”


  Jonas was an engaging man; the day sultry, and the fine feel of summer climbed right inside and jostled every nerve in her body with a pleasant rush of energy. With a push from Jonas, she was off, pumping the swing the way she did as a child. It seemed like years since she’d felt anything so freeing, so renewing. Her heart soared as her body soared at the ends of the long rope. And under her on the ground was Jonas taking pictures of the scene, of her bare legs when her skirt flew high, and her shapely back as she moved away and then returned; and when the breeze was just right and her skirt flew up from behind, her fleshy round buttocks, bare and dimpled and glowing in the sun.


  This was Aimee, the contradiction; the innocent and the slut embodied in one perfect image and captured again on film. 


  They lay on a blanket afterwards eating grapes Jonas stole from a fruit cart passing through the park. He leaned over her, popping them into her mouth like candy, while she giggled. 


  “You know someday it could be just the two of us,” he said. His hand had come to rest on her pubic mound; of course, her dress covered the area well. 


  “How do you mean?” she asked


  “I think we could be the perfect pair.”


  “What are you saying?” She suddenly took note of the placement of his hand and the meaning of his suggestion. “You belong to Angelica!” She sat up and shook him off.


  “No, she belongs to me.”


  “Well then, I belong to Terrance. At least I think I do. And I should never have come here with you. He’ll be mad as hell.”


  “I doubt that.”


  “But you shouldn’t be making advances.”


  “I’ve already had you, slut. Don’t forget that,” he said smugly. “I’ve seen you dirty and groveling and I’ll see more. You can pretend this is some pretty parlor game, but you know that what we’re about is not. My proposition can’t possibly offend you, but it might well entice you. Angelica? She’ll go or stay depending on her mood. I have little control there. And Terrance? As long as you have something new to offer him, he’ll keep you around. I, on the other hand, have a true passion for who you are. I see your soul more deeply than the others do. I understand you. I suppose because in many ways we are alike.”


  “Oh, I don’t see it that way at all,” she objected.


  He shrugged. It wasn’t worth an argument. “Maybe in time.”


  “Well, if you’re done with your pictures, I think we should be going before you do something you’ll regret.”


  “No…before we do something you’ll regret. I make it a practice to regret nothing, Aimee Bloom.” He caught her as she was rising to her feet, and with a sudden move had her pinned to the ground, one hand up her dress on her still bare privates, his other hand on a covered breast, his lips forced upon her lips.


  The kiss lasted just a second and it was over, but he’d proven his point. 


  She would hate the memory of it forever, the way she wanted him, the way her chest rose with such ardent passion and her body fired in anticipation, the way she’d always regret that he didn’t move between her open thighs with an erection ready to explode the fire he ignited. 


  ***


  Appearing that week in The Journal was a photograph of a girl on a swing, taken from underneath as her dress rode high and her pantiless posterior was unveiled at the unique angle. Her reviewers would say in subsequent issues of the rag:


  Girl On A Swing… the best yet!


  Ah! To plant my lips on that divine buttocks!


  More! You must give us more of her!


  And, of course, from the one detractor: You’re dancing with the devil.




  Chapter Seven


  The shop was rather crowded for a Thursday afternoon. Aimee and the renewed Angelica worked like buzzing bees to wait on all the customers. Mrs. Whittier was down with a cold. It was nearly four o’clock when the onslaught finally died down. Angelica had two customers in the front of the shop paying for their purchases, and Aimee was at the rear counter speaking with Christopher. 


  “How are you doing, Aimee?” he asked her kindly.


  “Just fine,” she answered, noting how her body seemed to warm again in his presence. 


  “You’re sure?”


  “And why would you think I’m not?”


  The man looked puzzled. “I suppose it’s nothing. I just thought that man the other day had upset you.”


  “And what man was that?”


  “I believe he lives in your boardinghouse.”


  “You know where I live?”


  “I took the liberty of following you. I had such a bad feeling about that fellow, I wanted to be sure you were safe. I know how men can sometimes be intimidating.”


  “You must mean Terrance.”


  “Perhaps so.”


  “Terrance is really quite harmless,” she jumped in quickly to his defense. “A bit brash but harmless. He’s never done anything to hurt me.” This was only a bit of a lie, but in her heart she believed it was true, since in theory she had for the most part given herself willingly to Terrance, and what he did to her had only resulted in the satisfaction of her darkest pleasure. “Do you know him to be otherwise?”


  “I’ve never actually met the man. I’ve just seen him with you, and frankly, I wasn’t sure I liked the feeling I got.”


  “Oh, he is a brooding fellow. That’s probably what you’re feeling. He’s a writer and sometimes has such dark thoughts, I wonder about him myself. I suppose I was taken aback by him, too, when we first got acquainted. But he doesn’t bother me now.”


  “That’s good.” Christopher still seemed concerned. “And he wouldn’t get in the way of my calling on you?”


  Aimee had not expected this question. Of course, Terrance would be furious with her, but she could not convey that to the kind Mr. Briggs. “I - I really see no reason why he should,” she tried the lie, hoping that it sounded natural. “But I suspect if you wish to see me, we meet somewhere other than my boardinghouse. We’d never have a moment’s privacy, the place is crazy with people.”


  Christopher looked at her suspiciously. “Well then, I’ll have to arrange the proper setting.”


  “That would be fine,” she smiled, at the same time nodding in the direction of another customer who was waiting for her attention. 


  “Yes, I see you’re busy. I will catch you later, then.”


  The gentleman waited until Christopher was on his way, then he turned back to the counter.


  “Is there something I can get for you?” Aimee moved on with seamless grace, putting out of her mind the unpleasant picture of Christopher Briggs tangling with Terrance. 


  “Actually, I have question for you, Miss. I was wondering …” He stopped while looking a bit disconcerted, “you look quite familiar to me.” He gave her such a long glance that the attention made her quake a bit.


  “Oh? How so?”


  “Well, I believe I’ve seen your picture in the paper. Is that possible?”


  “Oh, I think that’s unlikely. Though I have had people tell me I have a very common face.”


  “No, it’s not common at all,” the man disagreed. He began digging into his pockets; coming up short initially, then finally finding what he was looking for in the inside pocket of his suit jacket: two pieces of torn newsprint. He stared at the papers one by one. “Yes, this is it. You must be the girl.” He laid his find on the counter for her to see.


  Intrigued, Aimee gazed down at the pictures in question, with her expression of puzzlement turning to shock. “Oh my!” she jumped back seeing the photograph of a girl on a swing, with her dress flying up to show a naked behind. On the second piece of newspaper was a girl’s reflection in a mirror. Again, the girl was sparsely clothed, her breasts were completely bare and just a sheet covered the lower half of her body, and then not very much was covered at all.


  Her face flushed, turning bright red and beating hotly. 


  “This is you?” the man asked with a hopeful gleam in his eye.


  “Of course, it’s not!” she exclaimed. “Where would you get such filthy pictures?”


  His face dimmed. “I’m sorry, miss. I didn’t mean to offend you. These were published in The Journal … The Journal of Our Times—a gentleman’s review.”


  “Well, that girl is certainly not me! I would never… .”


  “Yes, yes, now I see that’s true.” The man immediately gathered the pictures in his hand and replaced them inside his suit pocket. “My apologies. I really should have known. You are indeed a very upstanding young woman. I’ve made a terrible mistake to think this girl was you, as remarkable as the resemblance is.” He still seemed astounded by the likeness.


  “Yes, you made a terrible mistake,” she tried to calm herself, though her body was so afire with anger that it was difficult to disguise. “I really think you should go.”


  “Yes, again I’m sorry.” He tipped his hat, his face looking both pale and bewildered.


  Any attempts Aimee made to corner Angelica about this shocking discovery were thwarted by more customers. And then her friend slipped out of the shop before Aimee realized she was gone. Had Angelica witnessed the scene with the man, Aimee’s suspicions made her wonder? And was she running for cover? How could they! How could Jonas and Terrance and Angelica stoop so low as to publish these very private pictures! 


  She was practically in tears for the remainder of the day, as reality awakened her to the terrible truth. Every male customer who caught her eye knew, was studying her the way the man had studied those pictures, realizing the identity of the Girl on the Swing and the Girl in the Mirror. How many other pictures of her had Jonas published? Even the dark man buying his weekly tobacco and tin of shortbread eyed her suspecting the truth. At least, that’s what her paranoia made her believe.


  After a time, she was too distraught to continue working, so Aimee finally closed the shop long before it was due to close. She left a note for Emma telling her she was feeling sick, which was very true. 




  Chapter Eight


  An irate Aimee ran up the stairs of the boarding house, leaving several tenants gasping in her wake. 


  “How dare you!” she shouted while bursting into Angelica’s room unasked. Her friend was nervously picking up the clutter, something she never did. If Aimee had thought to notice, which she really didn’t, she would have seen that the redhead was quite distraught, her expression grim. 


  Angelica changed, however, the instant she saw Aimee and felt the force of her anger vented her way. 


  Jonas was sitting in a corner by the window, calmly cleaning his camera lenses. Though it took several seconds for Aimee to realize he was there, when she did, she turned her wrath on him. “And you! You published naked pictures of me in your paper! How dare you!”


  “You never said I couldn’t,” he blithely replied.


  Aimee couldn’t frame a reply. There were no words for her rage. She stood in tears, sobbing, holding her fists tightly as if she were clutching on to something for dear life, while wanting to pummel the man into the ground. 


  “You …you,” her chest heaved, as she threw the words out like daggers.


  Jonas, hardly ruffled by the outburst, finally ambled to his feet, and striding to where the angry girl stood placed his hands on her shoulders. “You should be grateful. The entire city is in love with you Aimee Bloom. Every man wants to bed you. You’re the stuff of wet dreams, romantic etudes and animal passion,” he practically growled this last. “Yes, you, little Aimee Bloom from nowhere. I’ve made you famous and rather than rail at me, you should thank me.”


  “You’ve made me into a whore!”


  “Oh, no,” he shook his head. “If that’s what you are, you’ve made that bed yourself. No one forced you into anything.”


  Was that true?


  “Is there a problem here?” Terrance stepped through the open door—the one Aimee did not close when she entered. By then, the entire boarding house was likely on the balcony listening to the battle, letting this brash outburst entertain their prurient fancies. 


  “Your little toy here has finally stumbled upon the pictures. And how did it happen, anyway?”


  “You know very well how it happened,” Angelica interjected. “We should have told her.”


  “But of course you didn’t, because you knew I’d never let you,” Aimee shouted.


  “It’s really out of your hands,” Terrance stated calmly. 


  Aimee looked around the room, at her adopted world and the faces that had come to represent her inner darkness. 


  “You can’t escape who you are.” He spoke so softly, but with an energy that ripped through her body and forced it to quiet. “Here,” he held out his hand, and she reached for him. Then he drew her in and held her trembling body. “She’ll be just fine,” he said to the watching Jonas and Angelica. “Won’t you?” Aimee sobbed quietly into his chest. He ruffled her hair with his hand, and stroked her face with rare affection. “You just need to let go and allow what’s happening to take hold, the way Angelica has. You envied her that night. We both know that, and yet you still want to make arrangements with that other world, those good-looking men with polished manners and dreamy promises.” He continued to caress her kindly as he spoke. “But think how silly that would be; to give yourself to one of those fancy-dressed young men who flirt in your store. The truth is, they want the girl in the mirror, the girl on the swing, the girl with the rope. They would bind you as certainly as I do and expect your sexual surrender in the same rough ways. They would take from you their pleasure as soon as you put your name to the marriage, but never think of pleasing you the way you need. You doubt me, I know. But that’s all right. It’s for me to convince you of the truth.”


  So confused, so bewildered, so torn. Her heart ached, and her head throbbed and her loins cried out for relief. Maybe Terrance was right. 


  “I’ll take care of her,” he said to the waiting couple. “I think we’ll have things straightened out shortly.” And then they were gone, out the door, down the hall and into Terrance’ room, where he unceremoniously shoved Aimee to the floor. The quiet voice and the reassuring caresses were gone. Replacing the fawning comforter at her side was the Terrance she knew. 


  “You mock me, bitch!” he spat out as she looked up at him. 


  “But how could I mock you? I’m the one who’s been hurt.”


  “You say that I own you. You declare that before a counsel of my friends. You agree to the induction, you wear my mark—or have you forgotten it? I would think you can still feel the fire in your skin and the see the way it looks embedded in your flesh. Oh, but, suddenly you turn on my friends, accuse them and mock me! Do you see what you’ve done?”


  In truth, she did, and had more reason to cry. “I’m so confused, Terrance.”


  “You weren’t confused the other night. You spoke quite plainly in your words and with your body. Trust me, I wouldn’t have you this way. I wouldn’t have any woman the way I do unless I knew they wanted it. I’m not that sadistic. I want my women to surrender and do so because that’s what they desire.”


  She crawled forward to his feet, clutching them in her arms and sobbing more, but he kicked her away. 


  “Quit crying,” he snapped.


  She stared at him with pleading eyes, seeing everything she desired inside his cool, critical expression of disgust. Her body that had been raging so with anger, now raged with lust. And there was no confusion. “Oh! Please you must understand. All I care about is you!” she vowed. “I know that now!”


  “Then why the fuss?”


  “I told you, I’m sometimes confused, especially when that other world converges on me and entices me, I get taken in by old thoughts of what I think is proper. And then, right there in the store … it was such a shock to see my pictures in the hands of a stranger, and that man knowing they were of me. I didn’t know what to think. What to feel.”


  “The feeling is gratitude, the feeling is satisfaction, contentment, pleasure, that you’ve aroused so many men with your body. Why they haven’t even laid a hand on you and they adore what you mean to them.”


  “I’m so sorry, Terrance.”


  “You should be sorry for that crude outburst.”


  “But don’t you think they should have told me?”


  “No. I don’t,” he replied curtly. “Jonas was practicing his art and he needed a fresh, unspoiled subject. To have told you what he planned might well have tainted the outcome. Besides, it shouldn’t have been such a shock.”


  “How do you mean?”


  “Jonas takes pictures of you. Jonas is a newspaper publisher; it seems rather logical to put the two together.”


  “But he always swore… ”


  “You know Jonas is an unfaithful liar, Aimee,” he spat out annoyed with her. “It’s time you faced the real world, girl. You have too much experience with it to be so naïve. You make yourself look silly. Get back to what you need, what you know is true.”


  “Oh, Terrance, when I’m with you, I know the truth. I feel it.” Her eyes poured out their passion, enough to engage his. “I know how much this lust burns inside me.”


  He smiled, though not so much a smile as a snarl. 


  “Well, that’s good. That’s very good, little bitch,” he paced haughtily around her. “But your words are not enough for me. You’ve lied before. You swear your allegiance to me then you dally with your fine gentlemen like they really mean something. Tell me, do they mean something? When the first one proposes—when that pretty Mr. Briggs, who runs around after you like a puppy dog, places a diamond on your finger—will your vows to me make you abandon him, or will you turn on me?”


  “Oh, no, I wouldn’t turn on you. I couldn’t.”


  “Really?” He looked down at her disdainfully. 


  “No, no,” she shook her head, terrified that he’d believe that, although deep in her heart, she knew why he questioned her. He understood so many secret things about her; it was not impossible that he’d see the doubts, her questions, and even the yearning for a more ordinary life like the one she always expected to live. 


  “I can believe you for an instant, Aimee. But I’d never trust you longer.”


  “Oh, sir, you must understand. Please.” She thought fast, something to convince him. “Here, sir,” she raised her skirt to show the brand. “I touch it and it makes my stomach flutter and my belly cry with desire for you.” Her eyes became less pained, darker, sultry, wooing. “My cunt throbs even now. You can see that’s true.”


  “Yes, for the moment I feel for you. But that is not what will satisfy me now. Your bad behavior deserves to be punished. Tell me, what kind of punishment fits your crime?”


  She despaired that she had not won yet. That he doubted her sincerity. As she watched him circle like a beast sizing up its prey, sniffing out her emotions, testing the atmosphere, her heart beat hotly. She could already feel pain searing her skin. Oh, how was she to accept the pain, to make it arouse his body. 


  She engaged his eyes again, and with hands shaking, she began to unbutton her dress. Each tiny pearl button slipped through its hole until the soft, elegant fabric opened, and slid off her shoulders. With his eyes still fixed, she drew her chemise over her head and dropped it to the side, making a small puddle of ivory silk. Her breasts were bare, her nipples taut but not completely erect in a lovely way that could entice the eye of any man to nibble and suck that sweet flesh until the buds stood erect and purple. Their loveliness had that same effect on Terrance, though he refused to give away that fact. Instead, he watched her carefully, unsympathetically as she continued to disrobe before his eyes. Her chest heaved anxiously, that beautiful bosom rising and falling with anticipation—in the hopes that she could seduce him. When she was finally naked below the waist, she parted her knees brazenly, the way the perfect supplicant would do. Terrance could see the wetness so obviously coating her inner thighs. 


  “You should punish me as you like, sir,” she said as she bowed humbly at his feet. 


  He considered her for some moments, remaining coldly arrogant, aloof, while her exposed crotch vibrated, and her fragrant sexual aroma wafted upward. 


  “You’ll go to Jonas and apologize.”


  She was perplexed about what he meant. 


  “Can’t figure it out for yourself? Well, let me explain so you understand. You crawl like the slut you are out that door and to his room, and offer yourself to him. I don’t care what he asks, you do what he says. That clear enough?”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied, and she began to crawl.


  Terrance opened the door and followed her along the balcony as she slowly made her way back to Jonas’ room. As her hips rose and fell with each tenuous step, Terrance struck her naked ass with a whippy bamboo cane, a small flexible one that was made to cut into the flesh but not sustain any major damage. As on previous occasions, the boardinghouse was swarming with interested eyes popping from behind doors watching the display with lurid fascination. But it was a minor show this time, at least at the start. Aimee with Terrance close at her heels disappeared inside Jonas’ room. 


  Aimee’s pussy was steaming, like something succulent from a hot oven, like the air around her teaming, eager and expectant. Just the slightest hint of a breeze and her belly clenched with an orgasmic foreplay that might, with little effort, become the orgasm itself. Terrance’s whippy cane fueled the dreadful need. Though he might have wished to cause her pain, the sensation that resulted simply fueled her urgent desire.


  “You’ve wanted to use her, Jonas; she’s all yours.”


  “Mine?” the young man looked very pleased. 


  “Just remember, this is her punishment.”


  “Oh, then I’ll have to make this hard on you, won’t I?”


  “As you wish, sir,” Aimee said humbly. 


  “I’d suggest a gag, collar, leash and hard ass fuck, but then, it’s really up to you.”


  “You planning to stay?”


  “Of course. This is one I wouldn’t miss.” He took a seat by the window, where Jonas had been when Aimee blasted her way into the room. He could observe it all from there, enjoy with his critical eye, with his mind fixed on more perverted things. His future plans for Aimee were just beginning to develop into the sadistic shapes he’d always envisioned for a woman of her submissive inclinations. 


  “Oh, I have the perfect gag for you!” Jonas exclaimed with some delight. He rummaged through his pile of things, finally pulling out a hideous looking device that took some time to figure out. Only when it was locked in place did its complete purpose become clear. The gag was actually a stubby two-headed penis dildo. One fat penis fit inside Aimee’s mouth, widening it almost to its limit, while the second penis dildo protruded from her mouth. 


  “Now you can fuck my girl’s ass, slut,” Jonas announced. He clamped a thick collar around Aimee’s neck, and led her on a connecting leash to where Angelica was waiting on the bed. For a woman known to be brash and sexually ready as Angelica always was, she seemed a bit timid concerning Jonas’ unfolding scheme. “Down on the floor where you belong, so she can do you properly. And here, girl, grease her bumhole good.” Jonas opened a jar of cold cream and extended it to the bewildered Aimee. 


  There was no mistaking what the man had in mind, although it took some minutes for the two girls to get used to the obscene show they were destined to perform. It would not have been ‘boardinghouse etiquette’ to leave out the gawkers interested in such a demonstration, so Jonas made sure the door was left wide opened for anyone who wanted to watch. 


  The few that gathered joined the lusty foursome, watching with leering eyes and hardening cocks as Terrance’s initiate, Aimee, slathered cold cream in the crack of Angelica’s offered ass. The redhead was on her hands and knees with her voluptuous body shimmering with expectation. The more the girl worked the crevasse with her lovely fingers, the more Angelica renounced herself to what would follow. Her loins began to stir, her heart beat with passion, and her mind joined in the act as she pictured the nasty scene. 


  “Go on and fuck her,” Jonas urged from the sidelines.


  Aimee could see the man’s pants tent at the crotch while he directed the show. She should be inspired by his lust and the rising sexual urgency that flowed around her. But this was difficult. She felt foolish with her mouth gagged and the extended penis dildo sticking out from her face. Had she reached the limit of her desires? Could she go no further? Could she perform this awful stunt for the amusement of the audience? 


  “Fuck her, Miss Bloom,” Terrance voice tore through her doubts, and she looked toward the corner of the room where he was sitting. She couldn’t see his face, as a stream of afternoon sun blinded her view of him. But his voice had been enough to remind her of her vows and the passionate way she’d pleaded for his forgiveness just minutes before. 


  Having made up her mind, she turned directly toward Angelica’s rounded ass, and stuck the head of the fake penis toward the crack. Unsure if she was aiming correctly, she used one hand to spread the cheeks apart, as she thrust her face toward the target, driving the dildo into the tight channel. 


  Angelica lunged forward and grunted as the penis impaled her. She almost jerked the dildo out, but understanding the requirements of the scene as well as Aimee did, she hastily backed up until she could feel her friend’s face against her ass and the dildo lodged well inside the rear channel. 


  “That’s it, slut, fuck her,” Jonas urged her excitedly. 


  For a second she peered up at him with a pathetic look in her soft eyes, but he was totally unbending. Obeying his wishes, she fucked her friend’s ass, with her head bobbing in a regular movement as her mouth plunged into the crack, withdrew slightly and then plunged in again. 


  The rhythm, the obscenity, the grossness of the act soon drove away both women’s inhibitions. Like they were meant for this, the crude performance enflamed their desire. Aimee caressed Angelica’s soft globes, and listening to her eager response, she jammed her face ever faster, ever harder into the redhead’s bottom. 


  “Ooo, yes, little slut, do that! Fuck me harder! FUCK ME!” Angelica cried. Her muscles tensed, her body shook, her wild red hair flailed back and forth. 


  Feeling her growing excitement, hearing her grunt with ever more lurid appeals, Aimee’s body reacted in the same gross way. Throwing off any remaining shyness, she reached into the Angelica’s crotch with one hand and into her own with the other, and played with both vaginas, while moving them in tandem toward a beastly climax. 


  Every cock in room was erect and throbbing meanly. 


  “Damn you, sluts! You are heaven…” Jonas panted breathlessly. As he massaged his crotch, he gazed down at his girlfriend’s lurid expression. Her eyes had darkened and she licked her lips while staring purposefully into his crotch. “You want my cock, don’t you, my sweet?” Though he taunted her with a sly grin, his tease didn’t last long. He could not hold back, seeing the embodiment of carnal gratification grabbing at his groin with lust-ridden eyes and drawing him in. 


  For better or worse, he had created this sexual beast. The fact that her power over him might have become a dangerous thing was something he should seriously consider. But at the moment, he wasn’t about to contemplate his miscalculations. He only knew how much he wanted her. In truth, wanted them both—the harlot and the ass-fucking neophyte.


  Pulling his cock from his pants, he moved in front of his girlfriend and teased her with the proud erection. “You want this?” he taunted.


  “Oh, yes, yes, my love. Give it to me now!” she gasped between the erratic spasms that set off like firecrackers in her groin. 


  “Lick it then.” He pulled a chair close and sat down, so his cock was in her face. She lapped the thing as ordered, not like a woman in love, but a woman aroused, a woman cumming, a woman about to devour the thing whole. 


  And, yes, she was coming as Aimee worked her from behind and Jonas taunted her sexual appetite for more. 


  “Uughhhhhh, uughhh, uughh,” her mouth opened as the spasms came from deep inside her gut. 


  Her ass wrenched around as the orgasmic agony hit and hit again. At the same time, Aimee made every attempt to follow her moves with her face and keep the fucking dildo pressed into Angelica’s behind. 


  “Ah, you’re too gone to care about me,” Jonas finally pulled away from her and moved to the other end of the bouncing pair. Pulling Aimee to her knees, while making sure she still serviced his girl to the very finish, he then plunged his erection deep into the novice’s entrails with one quick shock. 


  Aimee groaned in pain feeling her ass suddenly, unexpectedly penetrated. She almost lost her focus as her head jerked back and the dildo nearly dislodged from the redhead’s ass.


  “Don’t you dare quit fucking her,” Jonas declared, while slapping Aimee’s ass to emphasize his point. This wasn’t easy, but the girl held on to satisfy two self-seeking appetites that required opposing physical demands. To be certain the pair reached their climax, she was forced to abandon her own rapacious desire.


  Angelica’s extended cumming seemed as if it would never end. But thankfully, Jonas was more predictable, more male. His orgasmic thrusts were quick and savage, as his need swelled rapidly with every thrust of his cock into Aimee’s rear. With Angelica finally calming down, Jonas picked up speed, grabbing Aimee’s cheeks and hammering her until he came. “YES, YOU DAMN SLUT, FUCK ME!!!! YESSSSSSSSSS,” he fumed. “GAWWWWWWWWDD!!” he spit and sputtered and grunted until Aimee was full of his cum, and then as he dripped the last of it onto her behind. 


  At some point, Aimee lost the physical battle for control and her mouth dropped away from Angelica’s cunt. When the used waif came-to, she saw that her friend was slumped lazily on her side in front of her, a lusty grin on her exhausted face. 


  “Thank you, my sweet,” the redhead mouthed silently. 


  Jonas dropped his hands and moved away, leaving Aimee to slump into a crouch. The grease-smeared dildo rubbed against her knees, but had no strength to care.


  “Come here, toy,” she heard Terrance’ voice above the commotion around her.


  She looked up to see him waving her forward. 


  He’d seen the entire show, and yet he remained passively observing on the sidelines as if nothing affected him. Aimee was aware of at least one other man in the room who’d come in his hand jacking off to what he’s seen. But not Terrance, who nonchalantly smoked a fat cigar while his girl performed her sexual stunts with a remarkably reckless passion. 


  “You want this off?” he asked, indicating the gag once Aimee was between his feet. 


  She nodded. 


  Terrance unbuckled the straps that held the thing in place and let it drop to the floor. 


  “You going to survive?” he asked as he massaged her sore cheeks. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Good.” He leaned back in his chair again, puffing on his cigar, creating a cloud of heavy smoke around them. A bit of ash floated in the air and the aroma was strong. Aimee gazed into an impenetrable face that was often too mystifying to understand. For that one moment, there were just the two of them alone; the gawkers were moving out of the room and their friends were recovering from the torrid display of sex with a bit of private talk between them.


  “You know, you’re very pretty, Aimee,” Terrance said. He hardly ever called her Aimee, and he it sounded vaguely affectionate. 


  “Thank you, sir.”


  He leaned forward, slowly running his hand over her naked breasts with a degree of awe. “These are pretty, too,” he said. 


  She didn’t answer. She didn’t think she needed to.


  “And they are mine.”


  This she acknowledged with a firmly stated, “Yes, sir.”


  “Mine to love,” he continued to gently touch them, “mine to squeeze,” he crushed her left breast firmly in his fist, “my nipples to pinch and pierce,” he dug the nails of his thumb and forefinger into either side of her right nipple and hung on, watching as the river of painful sensation grew in volume and traversed her aroused body. He could see in her expression and in the way her body tensed that he’d brought back the raging need Jonas’ little passion play had generated—but had not satisfied. 


  Letting the pain wash through her, she parted her mouth slightly and licked her lips a bit nervously. Her eyes stared fixedly into his eyes. 


  “You need to come, don’t you?” he said.


  “Oh, yes, sir,” she breathlessly gasped, “I would like to come.” 


  He let go her nipple. “Get up on your knees.”


  She moved to her knees so that he could feel her cunt and play with the thick flood of juices there. “Oh, you have it bad,” he was smug and amused. 


  He reached deeper and fucked her with his fingers until she began to gasp. Her orgasm was close, how dearly she wanted to come. 


  “But you’re going to pay for this one, girl.”


  “Yes, sir,” she agreed, whispering.


  “And it won’t come cheap.”


  “No, sir.” Her gaze did not stray. The more he worked her hole, the closer she got to that sensuous summit of release, the more she pleaded with a pained expression. “Yes, yes more!” she quietly panted.


  The end of his cigar was glowing red, hot like a fiery coal. “I think I’m finished with this,” he said, “just like you’re almost finished coming. Shall we end it here? You can be my ashtray.”


  “Oh, anything, sir,” she said. Just one more teasing touch and her body would explode. 


  “Then come, girl,” he said, softly chuckling, as he smashed the glowing end of the cigar into the upper side of her left breast. 


  “Oh, my gawwwwwwwwwwd,” she cried as the climax crashed first in one exhilarating spasmodic orgy, then swept her through in continuing waves, like the heat of the painful burn—her price for pleasure—swept through her at the same time. 


  At last, too worn-out to hold herself up any longer, she collapsed into Terrance’s chest for comfort. The cigar and his hand dropped away. 


  A distinctive round, red burn mark marred the skin of Aimee’s milky white tit. It wouldn’t last forever. It wouldn’t scar. But it would remind her for a good long while of Terrance’s terrible power over her and her terrible desire for him.


  “Hey, give me that cigar,” Jonas suddenly jumped into the scene with his camera poised for another photograph. 


  “What do you have in mind?” Terrance asked. 


  “Just let me work. I think you’ll like the result,” he said.


  Languishing between Terrance thighs, Aimee gazed up, looking wilted and bewildered as Jonas forced the cigar between her fingers. She stared at it a bit perplexed, and then feeling oddly whimsical, she coyly smiled and held the thing as if she’d been smoking herself. 


  “You probably should light it, don’t you think?” she suggested rather sweetly. 


  Terrance lit the match and puffed the stub until it was smoking. Then after handing it back to the girl, he stood back; this was almost as fascinating as watching Aimee fuck Angelica’s ass. 


  “Yes, perfect!” he exclaimed as the camera captured the winsome beauty coquettishly holding the cigar. It was the most head-on photograph he’d taken, the most recognizable, the most involved on Aimee’s part. “What did I tell you, my darling model?” He squeezed her cheek in his hand as he finished. 


  “You’re going to publish this one too?” she wondered.


  “Of course! You’re my goldmine and the world is waiting!”


  Aimee was unusually cheerful in the hour that followed—blending well into the partying atmosphere in Jonas’ room. There was a distinct sexual afterglow, a sensual leisure, with tenants drinking wine and sharing stories and touching flesh—cocks and cunts primarily—while wandering in and out of the room in a general spirit of uninhibited gaiety. Though Angelica got dressed again, Aimee remained without her clothes—they were in Terrance’s room. Initially, her nudity was little more than an extension of her earlier activity, but as the first hour lapsed, her natural modesty began to resurface and the lack of clothes in the generally clothed company became increasingly uncomfortable. 


  “May I go get dressed?” she finally whispered into Terrance’s ear.


  “You want to get dressed?” he repeated the request in his loudest voice so everyone could hear.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And what if I don’t want you to?”


  “I am cold, sir,” she said, shivering a bit and hugging her arms in a play for his sympathy. 


  “And if I don’t want you to get dressed, Miss Bloom, what happens then?” he repeated his question with a bit more emphasis. By then, the entire room was watching. 


  “Then, I remain as I am,” she said, knowing exactly what she had to say, but hating the need to say it. 


  “Do I detect an objection?” 


  “No, sir.”


  “But you’re not acting at all like the lovely young tramp I just granted the favor of a climax.” He seemed hell-bent on this confrontation despite Aimee’s efforts to avoid it.


  “I am trying, sir.”


  “But not all that hard.”


  He was probably quite right. She was exhausted, stretched to the limits of her mental and physical endurance of surrender. Not that she wished to cause any uproar. If he’d only let her return to her room to rest. That was all she needed… just rest … just a place to lay her head, and something to cover her nakedness. For just a few minutes, she needed to hide away in a comforting stillness from the tyranny of her desires and Terrance extremes. She needed a place to repair from the cruelty and the emotional burden. She believed she was owed that much after having performed so well for so long. But apparently, Terrance didn’t agree. 


  “I’m so sorry,” she said, taking a deep breath, screwing up her courage to face what he threw at her next. This was where her inner strength showed, where she drew on the spirit of her tough childhood, where she maintained an inner resolve that, regardless of her dark sexual desires, would still fight for her self-rule.


  “Sorry ain’t enough, girl. Crawl back to my room where you came from and put yourself over the end of my bed,” Terrance said with disdain she’d never heard so clearly in his voice. “You can wait for me there.”


  In part, she’d won. Just a brief and humble journey out of the door and across the balcony and she could have the quiet and rest she wanted. Crawling naked on hands and knees was nothing that she hadn’t already done before. So, of course, she obeyed without hesitation, doing exactly what Terrance wanted. And yet, as the young man watched his novice property amble from the room, his anger grew. 


  Few of the voyeuring audience could understand why Terrance was so pissed. There was nothing outward in Aimee’s behavior that should upset him. She appeared as surrendering as she’d been when she crawled in the door. Only Terrance, who had a keen eye and a sixth sense for any small vacillation in Aimee’s moods would sense the malice simmering in the submissive’s withdrawal from the room. Oh, yes, and Jessica, who had been leaning against the doorjamb smoking a cigarette, likely sensed it, too. She was naturally clairvoyant in sexual matters, but even more than that, she’d been in the girl’s knickers enough times to feel Aimee’s disquiet in her gut. Poor girl. 


  ***


  Aimee was asleep by the time Terrance returned to his room. He’d brooded for the rest of the party, until Angelica finally quipped a bit cruelly, “Oh, go home, Terrance, and do what you want with her. Beat her. She knows it’s coming. Until you do, you’re going to be nothing but a gloomy bore. You’re spoiling my party.” 


  “You let your bitch talk that way?” Terrance exclaimed to Jonas.


  “Well, she’s right. When you get like this, my man, no one wants you around.”


  The click of the shutting door was the first thing Aimee heard that drew her from her slumber. She’d been lying over the end of the bed for nearly an hour, waiting, and in waiting, she’d fallen asleep—the perfect cure for her exhaustion. As she stirred, she felt her chilled body, and even more, the chilly feel of Terrance’s sullen mood surround her. Her body quaked as she cringed in fear. 


  She hoped that in their time apart, he had mended his damaged mood in the company of his friends. But she was not so fortunate and her fears of a reprisal proved worthy of her concern. 


  “You have some quarrel with me, girl?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Then what is it that alarms me so about you?”


  “I have no idea.”


  “You lie!” He was angrier than ever, and reached for his punishing rod, not the whippy one that chased her across the balcony, but a firmer, less flexible, nastier implement. He wielded it against her buttocks laying a cruel stripe across both cheeks.


  Aimee grunted under her breath, while her hands made fists grasping bed sheets.


  He leveled a second blow to her ass and etched a second red cut directly below the first. The two appeared like lines of paint, cleanly brushed along on fresh canvas. 


  “Turn around,” he ordered.


  She scampered quickly, her body suddenly revived from its lethargy. She wouldn’t dare cross him now, or hesitate or object. 


  Lying with her back against the bed, her hands instinctively rose above her head as though she expected him to tie them there. Her ass was at the edge of the mattress and her feet flat on the floor. The position left her exposed: her breasts, her nipples, her inner thighs and the folds of her cunt, the tenderest flesh on her body vulnerable to abuse. There was no position more acquiescent, more distinctive of a submissive. A crouch may be the classic position of surrender, but inherent in this position was the potential for chilling physical cruelty. This fact brought with it a brutal arousal. Her belly ground with spasms and her pussy turned liquid in a bath of its own juices. Her breathing became labored, uneasy and excited. She stared into Terrance’s eyes with fright and longing. Then as he began to tease her body with the rod, her excitement expanded. 


  She’d never known such an exquisite lover as that firm rod. It tickled her underarms, and the flesh at her waist, and her labia lips that were now puffed up proudly from her pubic mound like an advertisement for what lay between them. 


  “Ooo, yessss,” her body hummed and jerked, while her lips purred with seeming satisfaction. But still her fears enveloped her as she peered into Terrance’s face. She had every reason to distrust his playful rod and to fear how he’d use it next. His scowls, his sneers, his veiled schemes teased her mind to the point of panic. 


  When he suddenly tossed the rod in a corner, she was tempted to expel a relieved sigh. But it was too soon to think he was finished torturing her. He exchanged the rod for a small braided cat o’ nine tails. This one was no more than eighteen inches in length, specifically designed for breasts and cunt, for delicate close-up work. A standard cat could do serious damage at close range, but one like this could inflict its painful precisely with a meanness that would suitably represent its owner’s foul mood. 


  “Put your arms behind you and shove your tits in the air!” Terrance ordered her. 


  Despite her fears, complying was easy now. Her cunt was engaged, her desires whipped to a frenzy and her body wanting, calling for this, begging for it, even though she had no idea how painful the result could be. She’d never been whipped this way. 


  The first strikes of the eight braids hardly stung; the sensation was mild and arousing. The next ones began to bite. And those that followed stung like angry bees. Her breasts swayed back and forth as Terrance flailed the cat against the flesh. One braid caught a nipple and she cried aloud—though not for him to stop. A bracing sensation accompanied the stinging splats of leather that exploded on her skin. Each blow registered inside her cunt as another wanting spasm. Terrance finally finished with a flourish, raining blow after blow across the two quivering hillocks until her entire chest was streaked with red. Where the cat bit especially deep, blood blisters formed. 


  “Now raise your cunt for me with your feet on the end of the bed. Open it wide, keep it wide and don’t move!”


  Her obedience couldn’t have been more seamless. She drew her feet up to the bed, which inevitably lifted her crotch in the air. It seemed to dance there before his eyes, taunting, baiting him with its juicy purple folds and the tiny gaping hollow that was made to give him pleasure. 


  He felt no mercy, no love, not any degree of affection, as he laid his blows between her thighs and the tiny braids clipped her skin.


  She ‘ouched’ and ‘awed!’ with each quickening strike, while her lower body jerked back and forth and sometimes twisted from a cut so painful she wanted to scream. 


  “Ah! No!” She gasped, then, “No. No. No,” she snapped at him to stop. He refused. 


  He paced her well, delighting in the way she moved through pain to find her pleasure, and how just as easily he could snap her back. His malicious scheme frustrated any chance to make her orgasmic. She wouldn’t get the satisfaction. Not now. Not this time…and never again, if his most loathsome desires had their way. He finished her cunt in the same mean way he finished her tits, ripping a dozen cutting blows between her thighs, giving her no time to recover before the next hit. Like her tits, her lower groin looked bruised and battered when he was done. It would all heal in time. 


  “Give me your ass, girl,” he ordered her. 


  Despite his brutality, her body responded without question. Her mind briefly recalled the time Angelica told her how she healed her Jonas with her submission. This was Aimee’s mission now, to do the same for the restless, melancholy Terrance. He needed her to restore his sanity, so she believed. Her mission gave her the will to continue despite the pain. In transforming her pain into a loving gesture, her arousal doubled in magnitude. If he needed to use her, she would accept the abuse as her gift to him, her way to release him from his inner demons. 


  Although she expected to be beaten again, Terrance changed his focus to more pressing matters—the thrust of his erection in her ass. He buried himself deep into her tight channel, and while clenching her ass cheeks in his fists, he fucked her with a brusqueness she’d come to expect. This was even more brutal than times before. But it was fast, accomplished well under sixty seconds. 


  He pushed her away when he was done and slumped in a chair. 


  In the quiet that followed, Aimee waited for instructions. Since she couldn’t see his face, she was unsure how he’d react to her affection, her desire in to hold him, kiss him, caress away his burdens with her touch. Though she craved that loving moment, planned it, played it out in full detail and wished it with all her heart, the thought of nurturing him was a huge waste of energy on her part. 


  Having recovered sufficiently from the quick ejaculation, he leaned over, snatching the pile of her clothes from the floor. Throwing them at Aimee, who was still crouched on the bed waiting, he ordered her out. “Take off and leave me be.”


  She turned with a sheepish, pleading look in her eyes. 


  “Get out!” he shouted loudly. As she hastily made for the door, Terrance grabbed her clothes again and threw them in her direction. She turned, backing out, gathering her skirt, her blouse and underclothes into her arms before she fled down the balcony to her room. 


  The party next door was still going on. The sex continued; partners switched and switched again. The sounds of laughter and general debauchery soared to the roof of the boardinghouse along with the sounds from scratchy jazz recordings blaring on the phonograph. Even behind closed doors, the air reeked with smoke, the smell of gin and wine, and the coarse conversation of the lewdly inebriated. A high-spirited and merry activity continued into the night. 


  ***


  Aimee heard the knock clearly over the din outside, although she refused to answer. A second knock and she still wasn’t interested in knowing who was on the other side of the door. At least she knew it wasn’t Terrance. He wouldn’t have bothered to knock at all. 


  When the door creaked, however, Aimee did roll over in bed out of curiosity. 


  “You shouldn’t tear yourself up over him, girl. It’s really a waste,” said a sighing Jessica. The woman looked pleasantly conventional for a change, but still quite sexy wearing a brown silk chemise dress that fell just below her knees and seemed to drape her body rather than actually dress it. Her yellow hair bounced a bit wildly and fell into her eyes so she had to shake it off with a toss of her head. She leaned on the doorjamb, which seemed to be a favorite pose for dispensing her words of wisdom. The smoke from her cigarette curled lazily upward and then hung like a cloud about her head. She was already a bit of an apparition and this only enhanced the natural effect. 


  “Who says I’m tearing myself up over anything?”


  “I’ve heard you sobbing.”


  “You couldn’t have; I haven’t been that loud.”


  “I don’t have to hear your sobs with my ears to know they’re there. I don’t have see the tears or your eyes to know you’ve been crying. I’ve known too many relationships like yours with Terrance, been in too many relationships like yours with Terrance, not to know what’s happening to you now.”


  She was really being quite kind, which Aimee appreciated; although she would rather not talk to anyone. In this case, however, there was no way she would object to Jessica’s impromptu visit. 


  “Your problem is that you’re so much stronger than he is, dear. And he can’t live with that, at least not for long.” 


  “Jonas manages with Angelica. If I’m stronger than Terrance as you say, certainly she is stronger than Jonas.”


  “Of course. But Angelica is more experienced in the art of subterfuge. She knows how to keep her strength with Jonas, how to disguise that iron will beneath a fragile exterior of compliance. Of course, Jonas is a bit of a fool to begin with. Terrance, for all his brooding, knows just how strong you are. That’s why he’ll have to throw you out in the end … and why he’ll find someone else to train. He’s a good trainer…but he can’t sustain his interest with women who are potential rivals. He’s just that weak. It’s too bad, but it’s true. I really feel quite sorry for him.” 


  “But I love him.” 


  She shrugged. “Yes, perhaps. If so, that’s the source of your problem. By nature, Terrance in not a lovable man. Sexy yes, if you’re talking strictly feral energy. He has a boundless supply. But even that’s not lovable.” She turned to Aimee, looking her squarely in the eye. True, the room was dark, the lights were out, and only a glimmer from the dingy balcony lamps shone into the room, but Aimee could tell she was being stared at. “You’ll have to get over him, over the idea of loving him, over the infatuation. The best you can hope for is to reap your reward, get the lesson under your belt and find a better man.”


  “I still don’t know what’s wrong with Terrance that can’t be fixed. I just have to try harder.”


  “Girl, you’re lying here crying your eyes out because he’s bruised your heart and diminished your soul, and you ask me what’s wrong with Terrance?” She almost seemed rattled herself. “A redeemable man does not behave the way he’s behaved with you.” She took another long drag on her cigarette, squashed it into the doorframe and then strolled into the room. She sat on the bed. “You don’t have to listen to me, Aimee Bloom, but you’d be wise to. I know Terrance. I know all the terrible things about him he doesn’t share with anyone. I’ve held him when he was crying, I’ve had my ass bruised and cut by his cane. I’ve been in your place, exactly where you are now. The misogynist is tainted goods. It’s time you understood that.”


  “Perhaps you’re just jealous of our relationship and want me out of the way so you can have him.”


  Jessica raised her eyebrows, a bit surprised at her conjecture, “Quite an imagination you have.” She smiled, though her eyes were filled with sadness. 


  “Is it true? You want him for yourself?”


  “Would I tell you if it were?”


  “Probably not.”


  “Then the question is unimportant. It doesn’t matter what my motives are—I’ll tell you as sincerely as I can that they are basically unselfish. I saw him hurt you tonight, demean you, take pleasure in your humiliation. That can be quite a sexual rush for the right woman—a woman with your submissive inclinations. But you expect that there’s something else behind it, something other than utter loathing. Trust me… with Terrance, what you got tonight is all you’ll get.”


  The palm of her hand covered Aimee’s right cheek with a tender caress. 


  “It’s all you’ll get,” she repeated, her voice exquisitely gentle, a caress to the girl’s injured soul.


  “No,” Aimee shook her head.


  “Yes. Stay with him awhile, but then you’ll need to discover what’s next. It’s typical to stay until you’re so burnt that everything in you feels parched and you’re gasping for air. You might want to think a little faster than that, get out a little quicker. It doesn’t do you or him any good to wear out the welcome. His unkindness will only become more damaging.”


  The touch of her warm hand was so kind, so soothing.


  “I don’t care what you believe about my motives, Aimee, I’m telling you this because I can’t stand to feel your hurt.”


  Jessica seemed to swallow her up whole in that simple touch and Aimee began to sob again. 


  “Here, let me hold you,” she said, sinking down in the bed and wrapping Aimee’s body in hers. This was not motherly affection pouring into her. The blonde’s ripe loins burned too hotly for anything maternal. Her kisses were loving, but infused with erotic expectation. She was unable to stop her natural drive to copulate, and Aimee had no strength to counter what moved rapidly from a comforting hug to passionate lovemaking—nor would she have wanted to be strong and resisted the aggressive advance. 


  In seconds, both bodies burned with heat—as if something had suddenly exploded in them both. Aimee’s nightgown was stripped away and Jessica tore the clothes from her own body until she was naked too, straddling the girl and then descending in the middle of Aimee’s lusty wealth of physical treasure. She went for her roughed-up tits and roughed them more with her mouth and the tongue. 


  The pair copulated like playful minks, bobbing and weaving, sucking nipples, lapping cunt juice, breathing in the sour smells of day-old crotches already reeking with dried secretions and sweat. They tore into the aromas and the salty taste, the tart, the tainted, the sweet remains, and created more, their nectar flowing from their pussies like wine. Jessica fucked Aimee with her fingers, until a multiple orgasm made her body buck like a wild beast. 


  Then Aimee did the same for the demanding Jessica. 


  “Yes, hammer me hard, girl,” the blonde lay back while the nubile serviced her writhing body. “Yes, get it right!” she finally gasped with a bit of frustration in her claim. She took Aimee by the hair and jammed her face into her crotch. “Lick it, suck it! Suck it hard and don’t stop!”


  Aimee obliged—losing what inhibitions were left in her, forgetting forms and prettiness and gentility. She sucked the clit with a firmness she’d never used before, until Jessica’s body went taut like piano strings and she screamed with orgasm. Then, as the woman rode her climax, Aimee rose above her, straddling her the way Jessica had Aimee. She slapped her tits and Jessica came again. Then finally dropping between the woman’s thighs again, Aimee pushed her fist into Jessica’s cunt, first three fingers and then all five, all pushing, probing and insistent, driven by natural urgings she didn’t quite understand. She thought of her fist inside the woman’s tight snatch, and to her shock, her whole hand slipped in, as if Jessica’s climaxing cunt had drawn it in. The cavity spasmed around her fingers, which made her own crotch seem to wrench with sharp seizures. The contractions continued unanswered, until Aimee finally turned around so that she could have her hand in Jessica’s cunt at the same time her own cunt was at the woman’s lips. 


  “You randy whore,” Jessica purred. 


  Aimee felt strangely proud of herself. 


  But the pride stopped there. Jessica’s sucking had another climax spilling over the edges of her body, running down her legs like a river of honey, splashing over her tits with a soothing creamy bath, gushing through her belly and her labia, her clit and groin, the way spring overflows the banks of streams and cascades willy-nilly in savage torrents. 


  The woman had taken her with the force of her powerful sexuality and Aimee submitted. But it was more than just surrendering to Jessica. Aimee surrendered to a physical need in her that had been left untapped and was claiming its reward. 


  As the physical tremors dwindled in to small shudders, they were occasionally punctuated by a sudden contraction. But for the most part, the sex was finished. 


  “Damn, he’s so stupid, so stupid,” Jessica spit out disgustedly. Her voice seemed to ring through the room louder than it should have. The two realized that the music and the noise from the next door had stopped while they’d been making love.


  “Why do you say that?” 


  “He’s wasting you, Aimee. Completely wasting your talent on his messy emotions. That’s really too bad, for you are a gem.”


  Aimee blushed, although it was too dark in the room for her friend to see her embarrassment. It took some time—several days in fact to review those moments with Jessica and the way she’d behaved so aggressively with the woman. She’d glimpsed a cruder, more obscene version of herself that she’d ever seen before. This was not something that had been done to her—Terrance’s idea or Jonas’s fault. No. She’d made this on up on her own—with Jessica’s encouragement and her own erotic instincts.


  As they lay together afterwards, Aimee looked toward the door—where she fully expected to see a small crowd gathered, or a small crowd disappearing. But no one was there. In fact, the door was closed. It would take a deliberate act to pull it shut because it would not close on its own.


  “Look. Someone closed the door.”


  “So they have.”


  “I wonder who?”


  “Someone who knew we needed to be alone,” Jessica stated.


  “Or someone who thought we were making too much noise.”


  Jessica giggled. She didn’t giggle much. She wasn’t much of a girl; she was a woman in every respect. But she giggled now, feeling giddy and better than she had in some months. 


  “Listen,” she said, sitting up. “You take to heart what I’ve said. You have the soul of a true submissive—and you need, really need to exercise that soul or you’ll wither away. But you also need to love and find someone worthy of that love.”


  Her sincerity was unmasked, pure and untainted by her own needs. Aimee understood this. She took Jessica’s advice as a sobering truth she would eventually have to face.


  Later, Aimee watched the blonde dress. 


  “You look like you’re going out,” she said, noting what great care the blonde was taking with her appearance. She would have thought at this hour that she would be heading to bed.


  “I am. I was on the way out when your dilemma drew me to you.”


  “Just like that, I changed your plans?”


  “Just like that. I like to be spontaneously moved.”


  “So, where will you go now?”


  “Well—if he’s still there—I have a lover waiting for me with wine and some delicious meal.”


  “You’re a whore, aren’t you?”


  The woman wasn’t at all offended by the blunt question. She shrugged. “In a manner of speaking, I suppose I am … and then again not quite. I suppose it’s a matter of definition, of who’s talking. To the Ladies Temperance League I’m a misbegotten prostitute who’s bound for hell, but from a specific point of view, I’m not paid the way whores normally are. I’m taken care of by men from time to time. In fact, usually just one at a time. You could call them boyfriend or lovers. I’m certainly expected to have sex, but it’s not exactly a business arrangement—you get a blowjob for a dollar, an ass-reaming for two. It’s more subtle than that, lots of chivalry and roses and money to pay my bills, of course, then a good old romp in bed for the fun of it.” She chuckled ruefully—women like Jessica often chuckle ruefully. Her face suddenly brightened. “Ah, hell, girl, of course, I’m a whore. I live for sex, my life is about sex—getting it, making it pay, and enjoying everything about it. And that makes me a whore, the paying part.” 


  “I was just asking. I hope that didn’t offend you?”


  “No, sweetie. But can you believe, a woman like me still finding it hard to admit the truth?” She smiled and shook out her curls, displaying a bit of embarrassment she’d never confess elsewhere.


  Aimee smiled and studied every move the beautiful Jessica made until she left her room. The door closed with a gentle swoosh but her aura lingered in the air for some time.




  Chapter Nine


  Aimee kept to herself for the next week. She did her job efficiently, being the epitome of decorum, polite and mannerly in every way. It seemed necessary, something she had to do, a counterbalance for the sexual extremes thrust upon her and what she gained from those extremes in sexual gratification. It felt like necessary penance even though no one was passing judgment—or for that matter saying much about it at all. 


  Jessica became as aloof as she had been previously, though she seemed to smile a bit more warmly than usual when Aimee caught in her the hallway. Angelica, who’d been so caught up in her own impromptu sexual party on the night in question, had no idea what had happened with Aimee and didn’t even think to ask. And Terrance himself seemed to be over his burdensome thoughts of Aimee. He returned to his usual steamy forceful self, although he was busy writing an article and didn’t need the girl for more than a quickie blowjob or a midnight screw. 


  The only interesting mark of those few days after came from Jonas. His love affair with her photographic image had not been fully satisfied. The response to her published pictures continued to grow and he constantly needed more. Insisting that she pose for him again, he put her through her first true modeling session, taking a least two-dozen photographs in a variety of poses he hoped to publish over the next couple of months. The highlight of the session were several pictures taken in front of the window of his room—the window in the turret with the deep, beveled glass that looked out on the trees. He dripped water down her bare chest and over her sweet, naked thighs, and then made her shake out her wet hair and masturbate herself. 


  “I promise, I won’t publish your open crotch,” he promised. 


  “As if I believe you?”


  “Awww, I love you. Why wouldn’t you believe me?” he quipped.


  “You love yourself, Jonas,” she answered right back.


  “Oh, my, our little novice has developed quite a sarcastic streak,” he observed to Angelica who was washing out her underclothes and barely paying attention. “Could it be she’s finally wising up?”


  “It would be bad for you if she were, Jonas,” Angelica observed. “She might decide to stop posing for your pictures altogether, and then where would you be?”


  “Never,” he airily retorted. “She and I have a pact, don’t we?” he said winking Aimee’s way.


  She ignored him, even though she couldn’t help but wonder if Jonas were only half kidding. 


  Girl In The Window was the next installment in the series of photographs to be published by The Journal. This edition was the biggest yet, and the most sought after. In fact, Jonas went back in print for a second publishing when the newsstands started screaming that there were not enough copies to keep up with the demand. 


  Aimee thought a lot about Jessica’s pointed advice. It seemed less important to her now, since she hurt less and had put some distance between herself and the cruel scene in Terrance’s room. His dire mood might have been understandable if he’d been drinking and she could use that as an explanation to contest Jessica’s opinion of the man. But the woman’s views still had merit knowing that Terrance wasn’t drunk that night—he’d hardly had a glass of wine. Because she wasn’t hurting, however, she decided that the present was no time to divest herself of this man. He still had the power to woo her loins in a way that made her sigh, and swoon with girlish glee and blush with desire. The more he made her submit and the more he insinuated himself into her life, the more her attraction grew, the more his hold on her increased.  


  At one point, she realized that, just as Terrance apparently had calculated, her thoughts of other men dwindled to almost nothing. She rarely thought of Christopher Briggs, and then only when he was in the store, imposing his niceties on her. 


  One day, about a week after that riotous night, Terrance came into the store. It was the first time in Aimee’s recollection that he’d been there. 


  She was immediately nervous seeing him scan the room. She assumed he was looking for her, and she would have immediately gone to him had she not be waiting on three customers, one of which was Christopher Briggs. Terrance waited for the small crowd to dwindle before he approached, although Christopher was still there when he finally sauntered toward the counter. 


  “A tin of rice,” he asked, his voice steely and crisp.


  Christopher noted the man with a sidelong glance. 


  “Rice?” Aimee questioned him. 


  “Yes, ma’am, that’s what I asked for… that, and a private word with you.”


  “I’ll get your rice. The private word will have to wait for a moment,” she answered him politely. 


  “My love, if you wish to avoid a scene, you’ll attend to me now.” His tone was dictatorial, like a master speaking to a servant. 


  Her body chilled at the remark, while her face blushed red and her cheeks burned. 


  “Yes, sir,” she said, hurriedly moving around the front of the counter with the intention of taking him into the storeroom. “Excuse me, Mr. Briggs, I’ll be right back.”


  Terrance stopped her quick flight with his muscled body closing in on her from behind. He held her in place while he whispered in her ear, “Don’t move so fast. The man should know the truth.” He looked over his shoulder at the awestruck Christopher Briggs. Meanwhile, Terrance’s hand was on her ass as if it had a right to be there. Even though it was never proper to touch a woman in public in such an intimate manner, his fingers massaged her round behind with a familiarity reserved for only the most intimate relationships. 


  Christopher saw all right. He saw the forbidding muscle of the ominous man command the woman he idolized with a brutal reign. Her terror was undisguised, but so too was the lust that burgeoned between the pair. For a man lost in his unrequited longing, it was a painful thing to see. 


  Slowly, deliberately, Terrance guided the girl into the storeroom. If he intended the scene to ward off Aimee’s potential admirers, he did a fine job. There were at least eight people in the store who witnessed his blatant display of command—eight who might spread the word to many more before the day was out. 


  Behind the storeroom door, Terrance continued to fondle Aimee’s rear. He drew her skirt up to her waist and then plunged his hand inside her underwear. She gasped from the sexual burn that lighted where his hand touched. The feelings inside her were raw and emphatic, forcing her submission while her mind screamed for freedom. Her sexual desire won the fight. 


  Having her conquered, there was little for Terrance to do but thrust her over the top of several stacked boxes and fuck her. But before he did, his hands grabbed for the waistband of her cotton underwear and ripped them down with enough force to tear the delicate cloth away. Discarding the shred of material in the corner, he then took his position behind her, baring his cock and thrusting it into her wet snatch. 


  “You’re flooding, girl,” he noted. His voice remained grim, but he was definitely pleased anytime he could expose the truth about her sexual desires. 


  “Yes, sir,” she gasped as she hung on to the far end of the boxes and did her best to make as little sound as possible. She could feel an orgasm in her rise but Terrance didn’t give her enough time. Needing no further stimulation to get him off, the deed was finished in short order. 


  Once he deposited his load in her, he pulled Aimee to her feet and shoved her to the door. “Go on, now, and wait on your customers, girl,” he ordered. 


  There was no opportunity to fix her mussed hair, or wipe away the cum that was leaking from her slit. Her torn panties lying on the floor were of no use now. She’d have to spend the rest of the afternoon with her privates naked. Taking a deep breath to collect herself, she slipped through the door and back to the merchandize counter where Christopher was still browsing. 


  He and everyone who’d witnessed the incident could easily surmise what had taken place in the storeroom. Aimee’s hair was a bit disheveled and her breathing somewhat labored, while the scent of sexual musk was unmistakable in the air—to those familiar with that particular smell. 


  “Are you all right?” the officious Mr. Briggs quietly asked her. “He didn’t hurt you, did he?”


  “Why, heaven’s no; we simply needed to talk in private.”


  “Then I take it you’re pledged to him in some way,” he inquired with an undisguised look of anxiety. 


  It took some moments to answer the question. There was a passionate turmoil inside her about whether to admit her relationship to Terrance publicly or deny it. Either way, her answer would be a difficult one. 


  “We have had some moments together, yes, although nothing is particularly fixed between us.” She’d finally decided to split the difference and give him just this vague explanation. Though she felt she owed him more, she hadn’t the heart to spit out the whole truth.


  “And he has the right to command you so?”


  Aimee smiled. “It is just his way, Mr. Briggs. Now, if you don’t mind,” she said, indicating that she really should get back to work. 


  In no way was Christopher Briggs satisfied that Aimee Bloom was happy with this Terrance fellow, but at the same time, he had no real reason to butt in. He left her with a pleasant nod and the assurance that he would be back. 


  ***


  The bar was bursting at its seams with customers drinking in celebration. It wasn’t particularly clear what was being celebrated, but the overall mood was one of unabashed gaiety. Everyone smiled, everyone laughed and joked, and those men who had female companionship were busy stealing a feel of bare flesh as they routed their women with a meaningful grope.


   Angelica, Jonas, Aimee and Terrance were there, partaking in the same spirited way as the other customers were. Aimee consigned herself to being played with like a doll. Terrance and sometimes Jonas mauled her body, with little regard to any proper manners. They squeezed her buttocks until she squealed, fondled her breasts as if they were toys, and otherwise used her for their enjoyment. Being a little drunk made their forward moves much easier for her tolerate. In fact, she secretly enjoyed the attention. She feigned annoyance, as any respectable young woman would, but every time she felt another attack, her body replied with a lusty response, and often a tiny orgasmic spasm in her belly. Needless to say, by eleven o’clock, as the havoc in the bar was in full swing, she was as aroused as she’d ever been in a public. 


  “I see you have a most compliant woman there,” an inebriated stranger observed to Terrance. 


  “Indeed, she is compliant.”


  “And how compliant would that be?”


  “Miss Bloom will do anything I ask,” Terrance replied. 


  “Would she strip right here, if you asked her?”


  “I imagine—if I told her to.”


  Aimee giggled as she leaned into Terrance, thinking this was all a joke.


  “Then here, my bet’s on the table,” the man said, slapping down a twenty-dollar bill. “Make the girlie strip for me.”


  Terrance pushed back the bill. 


  “Not this time, my good man. You need to get on home.”


  “What’s wrong with a little bare tit, huh? She’s the girl from the newspaper and she’s already let the world see her naked.”


  “I think you’re mistaken. Now run on.”


  Though there was a lot of naked female flesh popping out all about the bar, Aimee thought that the matter about her stripping was finished, until she was again with Terrance in the back of the rowdy bar. The conversation was swirling about her, making it difficult for the woozy Aimee to follow. Instead, she sort of drifted in a thoughtless stupor, until she was suddenly sobered by an off-hand comment directed at her. 


  “This the girl?” she heard the man in front of her speaking quite plainly. He was sitting at a table while she and Terrance remained standing. Aimee stared around, realizing that at least a dozen men and several women had their eyes on her. 


  “The very one.”


  “You said you marked her with your cigar? I’d like to see that.”


  “She’ll play my ashtray any time I ask, won’t you, Miss Bloom?”


  Aimee stood motionless, her voice unable to answer. And yet, a tremor of shameless sexual energy dashed through her loins at the thought of what he’d said. This wasn’t at all like the drunk with the dollars on the table. There was an energy about this small ‘gathering within a gathering’ that was curiously erotic. The more she let it in, the more her cunt responded in anticipation. Even so, her fears were equally engaged, thinking that Terrance would force her to a cross the line she never imagined she could cross. Despite the fact that the entire boardinghouse was privy to their secret—theirs had been a private relationship. Yes, he’d made his move in the store several afternoons before, but otherwise, she was his within a small venue of friends. To the rest of the world, Aimee was still the innocent young woman of polite breeding, who practiced good manners and decent behavior. That was the front she sought to maintain, regardless of what happened in the boardinghouse. 


  Suddenly it would seem that her façade was about to shatter. 


  “Won’t you, Miss Bloom?” Terrance shook her wavering mind back to reality. 


  “Yes, yes of course,” she found herself replying.


  “Open your dress for the man.”


  Aimee looked about in fright, while all eyes were glued to her heaving chest. She gulped and bit her lip, all out of nervousness, and then began to undo the buttons at her neck and breasts, until her blouse fell away. Terrance immediately plunged his hand inside the cloth and pulled out a milk-white tit. 


  “The flaws are recent, where I needed to punish her,” he explained the pale pink streaks where the skin was healing. A glistening white circle remained as well. “From the cigar,” Terrance told the crowd, while pointing to the mark. 


  The fellow, a Mr. Hightower, was quite taken with the pretty girl. He was a hefty older man with handsome, rugged features. He dressed well and was regularly found with women clinging to his side. In fact, at the moment, there were two wide-eyed painted women pawing and petting him affectionately. Like a number of the men in the bar, he was smoking a cigar. 


  His eyes ran the length of Aimee’s body, then he looked at the stub of his cigar. “May I use her ass? ” the fellow asked, snickering. 


  Terrance withdrew his hands from Aimee and shoved her forward saying, “Oblige him, girl.”


  She looked back at Terrance, her eyes pleading for mercy.


  “Go on.”


  “But, I can’t.”


  “Of course you can. You’ve been naked in front of dozens before, doing all sorts of despicable things. All he’s asking is to use your ass. If you want to be obstinate about it, I’ll raise your skirt myself and tan it good with my belt. Then, you’ll do as you’re told.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said meekly. 


  The threat was enough to make her act, enough to make her bend over and raise her skirt so that her bare behind was facing him. Terrance already made certain that she was wearing no underwear. 


  “Humm, a fine ass, a fine ashtray,” the man sneered as he ran his palm over the smooth skin. “The girl can be trained; that’s good, though I imagine it’s going to take a bit of punishment before she gets it right. Isn’t that so, Miss Bloom?” He didn’t wait for her answer, but punctuated his question by snuffing his cigar on her brazenly displayed posterior. “Anyone else in need of her services?”


  The crowd around them had grown, along with a general eagerness to continue the provoking scene. Noticeably inspired by the situation, Mr. Hightower positioned Aimee so that she was comfortably leaning over the table next him. He could easily fondle what he wanted while he chatted with Terrance, and the rest of the tavern could make use of Aimee’s ass for the stated purpose. Her bottom took blistering burns from three cigarettes and another cigar before the raunchy fellow finally gave her back to Terrance. Although none of the burns were particularly damaging, her ass would be marked for many days, maybe weeks. After each burning butt was extinguished against her flesh, he was aware of a marvelous jolt that made the girl’s entire body shudder. Feeling between her legs, he noted the effect.


  Even after she returned to Terrance, the man’s fascination for her was hardly abated.


  “Is your girl always this aroused when she’s humiliated?” he wondered. 


  “As far as I can tell, pain, humiliation, bondage and general domination turn her crotch into mush. Why, you could probably fuck her right here, right now, if that’s what you wanted.”


  She had sat down next to Terrance on her sore, burnt ass, hoping, wishing, and praying that the conversation would take a different turn. Yet, the worst of it was the way her body kept interrupting her prayers, asking, hoping, wishing for the very thing she wanted to avoid. 


  “What’s the time?” The man consulted his watch. “One o’clock. You heard it said, what’s awake after midnight belongs to the night.” 


  “And so what’s your pleasure, Mr. Hightower?”


  The man looked at Aimee again. His eyes could not escape her beauty, or the waifish innocence, or the simple modesty of the girl, nor could his mind escape the inevitable conclusion it drew from his inspection of her. He rejoiced in the paradox of innocence and defilement. There was nothing more satisfying to his sadistic urges than to point out the paradox in public places, as he’d done with Aimee’s ass. But he wanted more, a bigger demonstration, something that would make his own cock swell as it did when he was young. This Aimee was just the girl to make that happen. She had all the right requirements.


  “I want to see her naked right here. Make her strip.” 


  The suddenness of his request made even Terrance hesitate for just moment. But the hesitation was only brief. He was as driven, as obsessed as the stranger who sat across the table was. And though the focus of his obsession was different than the older man’s, his was nonetheless as determined to be satisfied. 


  “Take off your clothes, Aimee,” Terrance ordered her, while pushing her to her feet. 


  “Oh, no, please no, I can’t!” were her first words. 


  “Aimee!” he spoke sharply, “my threat still stands. I will punish you right here if you don’t obey me… and you’ll regret the wrath you’ll feel when we get home.”


  Her whole body shook as she took in his words. In the same instant she wanted to run away, she wanted to do exactly as she was told. Knowing that she had very little choice, she fixed her mind on the man across the table and rose to her feet. Without blinking, she began to remove her clothes a piece at a time. On occasion, she peered around and caught a lusty eye, which made the tremors in her body even greater, and her fear expand. She unveiled her breasts, becoming naked from the waist down. Then with a great tremor of excitement, she let her skirt fall from her hips to complete the order. 


  Mr. Hightower viewed her with all the lewd passion he’d lived his life to enjoy. The lovely girl was there for him, naked in a public place, humiliated and compliant. His crotch roared to life and one of his girls came to the rescue stroking the bulge in his pants. 


  “Let her suck on it; she’s very good,” Terrance offered. 


  “No, no,” his voice was low with the sexual timbre of a man obsessed, “I want it in her sweet hole. Come on, girl, and climb aboard.”


  He opened his pants and pulled from within a sizable erection. Fully engorged as it was now, it was a menacing thing. 


  “Come here, girl, and do as you’re told.”


  Aimee moved haltingly, waiting, should Terrance have other ideas. But he didn’t say a word. 


  The man’s arms reached out to grab her when she was close enough to touch. He drew her to him, lifting her onto his lap and letting her pussy expand around his cock until it swallowed him deep inside her. She straddled his hips and rode the erection to its natural end. While the whole world watched—at least the world inside the tavern—she allowed her tarnished innocence to play out across her face. This was her anthem, the essence of the sexual woman she’d been. And, like night follows the day, belying that innocence, her physical need soon swept through her hungering body. She gasped and mewed from the exhilarating sensations. Bouncing on the man’s lap, her tits bobbed up and down, until the fellow finally captured them in his hands and held them firmly in his grasp. Her eyes were fiery from the ache that groping spawned. Her long hair whipped back and forth as she abandoned the room—and the man and Terrance and everything else she was afraid of. Giving in to the lust was her only choice for surviving with her spirit intact. 


  “Yes, that’s it, girl! Do me right,” the man cawed from a much more carnal space. 


  He moved his hands from her tits to her ass, and she fell into his chest, hugging his hefty body. They bucked like one creature until he finally spurted into her and grunted deep. Then for a long moment of utter quiet, they were perfectly still and satisfied. 


  When Hightower pushed her off, Aimee stumbled away, hurriedly making her way to the very back of the tavern, where she could be alone. Angelica followed with her clothes. 


  “Hey, girl. Even I haven’t been called on for that!” she heard her friend exclaim. “You were something!”


  Aimee was silent, though there were tears welling in her eyes. 


  “You okay?”


  She breathed deeply. “I – I’m not sure.”


  “Hey, it’s all right. No one thinks the worse of you, trust me. Everyone loves you, Aimee. And besides, you were doing what you had to.”


  The girl shook her head, not knowing what to think or believe. “Did I really have to?”


  Angelica studied her for a moment. “Yes, girl, you had to,” she answered her sounding a bit annoyed by the question. “You had to because that’s what we do when we’re asked. We obey. Don’t make it anything more than that.”


  Obedience was a black and white issue with Angelica. Aimee had never seen that more clearly than she did that night. But for Aimee, it was still not that easy, not an easy choice to be who she was. Something was missing, nagging at her, clawing at her insides. No, it wasn’t the embarrassment of being used the way she’d been used. It wasn’t the humiliation. It wasn’t even the fact that on one level she relished it all, and loved every minute of the man’s foul and feral rape. There was something more, that unseen thing that wouldn’t reveal itself, that remained hidden, that remained a mystery. She hated mysteries, things she didn’t understand, and that night, of all the nights she’d lived in the boardinghouse with mystery and suspense all around her, more than ever she hated not understanding what was tearing at her heart. 


  The tavern was the most public display of Terrance’s ownership of Aimee yet. It was a risky venture, but not one he worried about. He figured that there were few who would question his dealings with the girl. After all, she could have easily walked out, and she didn’t. And for anyone who watched the incident, it appeared—despite her initial objections—she was willingly engaged. From that perspective, it could hardly be considered abuse or rape now, could it?




  Chapter Ten 


  Aimee took to the back alleys to the store on a morning some days after her night in the tavern. She was in a hurry, and preoccupied with getting to work before Emma Whittier could discover she was late. Emma hated tardiness; the only thing she was particularly fussy about when it came to her employees. 


  Just as Aimee rounded an alley corner, a last little jog about two blocks from the store, her instincts caused her to stop suddenly. Someone was behind her. She started walking again, just a little afraid to look around to see who was there. What happened next, happened too fast for her to appraise the situation. Her nose caught the scent of a sickening sweet odor. And then a strong arm came around her from behind her and clamped a rag over her nose and mouth. Instantly, she felt as if she were sinking, falling off a high cliff, her arms spread out like the wings of a bird. And then there was nothing, nothing at all in her thoughts except the sensation of spiraling downward, faster and faster, at a dizzying speed. Then there was nothing at all. 


  ***


  Angelica took a flying leap when she heard the banging on her door. “Tell me where she’s gone!” she heard Terrance call to her from the other side. She rushed to answer the belligerent knock. 


  “She’s gone. Gone where? Who’s gone?” the flustered woman looked at the man a little dazed. She’d been sleeping in the middle of the day and was just now waking. 


  “Aimee.”


  “She’s not in her room? She should have been home from the store long ago.”


  “But she’s not. She didn’t show up for work this morning, nor this afternoon and she’s not in her room. No one knows where she is.”


  “Really? So you’re sure she isn’t just visiting friends or something?”


  “What friends does she have but you and me and people in this boardinghouse?”


  “There’s always that young fellow who hung around her at the store.”


  “Actually, he’s the one who suggested that she was missing. He dropped by this afternoon to say that she hadn’t been to work. Thought she might be sick.”


  “Hmm. That is strange. But I certainly don’t have a clue.”


  “Did she plan to leave? Tell me.” Intensity burned feverishly in his eyes.


  She shook her head. “I have no idea. She seemed okay to me, just the usual Aimee, a little lost and scattered sometimes, but leave?  I wouldn’t think so. Maybe she’s at the library. Maybe she got her schedules mixed up.” Even as she offered these suggestions, she realized that none of them was likely true. If Aimee was conscientiousness about anything, it was her responsibility to Emma. She would never not show up. “Maybe you could ask Jessica. Those two have had their moments lately.”


  “Jessica?” Terrance was a little surprised. 


  A conversation with Jessica some minutes later yielded no new information. 


  She shrugged as she listened to Terrance’s story. “Well, it seems to me as though she’s cleared out. And good for her she did. She needed to move on.”


  “I’m sure you think that, but I doubt she’s left deliberately. All of her things are in her room.”


  “Ooo, then we have only one thing to conclude…someone who recognized her from The Journal has kidnapped her.” She offered her conclusion as a joke, but it was obvious, upon seeing Terrance’s face, that this was no laughing matter. 


  “You think that’s a possibility?” he wondered. He was especially grim. 


  Jessica looked at him worriedly. “You’re really concerned about her, aren’t you?”


  “She owes me, that’s all.”


  “Owes you what? It would seem to me that all you’ve done is taken from her and she owes you nothing. Unless, of course, there’s that slim chance that you do have a heart and you’re honestly worried for her welfare.”


  “Maybe it’s some of that too. She can be easily swayed.”


  “Oh, I think our Aimee is a good deal stronger than you perceive. I’ll say a prayer for her tonight while you go looking for her. But I wouldn’t count on finding her.”


  Two weeks later, the trio in the big upper bedroom of the boardinghouse had come to the same conclusion. Aimee Wynn Bloom was gone, vanished, disappeared into the ethers. The police were no help at all—girls were always missing in the city, especially young pretty ones who’d keep bad company. Sure, they’d keep the picture handy, but told her friends there was very little they could do. 


  An article was even printed in The Journal with another photograph of the girl—a facial shot this time with the nudity cropped out. 


  “It seems our favorite ‘girl’ has come up missing”, the brief, front-page article began.


  “If anyone has seen her and knows where she is now, please contact the newspaper immediately, or the police. She may be in great danger.”


  Two weeks …a month… six months later, and no one had responded to the announcement. There was little doubt that many people searched for her …that the tenants in the boardinghouse searched, that the arcane cult of sadists searched… that the police searched, that even an anguished Christopher Briggs searched for the girl he loved. 


  Still, no one found her. In time, she became no more than a pleasant memory to those who’d known her, and for those who didn’t, she became just the girl in an aging photograph published in newsprint, which was rapidly disintegrating into a blurred and dusty image. 




  Chapter Eleven


  What had happened to Aimee Bloom?


  The morning brought with it a vibrant sun that set its beams against the window and splashed the pretty room with a golden glow. The room was lush, prettily decorated in springtime colors, with flowers and lace, a music box that played a Strauss waltz and delicate figurines. 


  Dressed in her starched black uniform with its crisp white apron, the maid came in to open the drapes and windows, letting the room flood with sunshine and fresh air. 


  “Time to rise, my dear,” she stated in a happy voice. “You’re probably starving.”


  Aimee pulled up on her elbows in bed and stared at her surroundings, dazed.


  “Where am I?”


  “Yes, I’m sure you’re confused, dear, but the Master will explain.”


  “Of course I’m confused. This is not my bed, this is not my home. Where am I?” she said as she tried to jump from the bed. The maid pushed her back firmly.


  “Oh, no!” she said. “You eat first.”


  “No, I get an explanation first,” she was adamant. 


  “Please, don’t make trouble,” the woman said kindly. “There’s no need to. You’re safe here, very safe. No one’s going to hurt you in any way. Please, just eat your breakfast. The explanations will come soon enough.”


  The maid was quite persuasive. She scurried for the tray and brought it to the girl, setting it over her lap. “Now, isn’t this perfect?”


  “No, not really,” the girl objected.


  “Trust me, please. You’re going to be well taken care of …”


  “This doesn’t have something to do with the pictures, does it?”


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Just let your mind rest. You’ll have your answers soon enough.”


  But the answers didn’t come soon enough. For five days, Aimee remained in the pretty room, served by the efficient, kindly maid who served heaping doses of food and empty promises until she was about to scream. 


  “I will not go another day without an explanation!” she shouted as the maid was leaving that morning. The woman was perpetually cheery, nauseatingly placating and completely reticent about the reason for her being locked inside this room. Yes, she was locked inside and there were bars on the window. There was no escape and no answers, as if she’d been caught in a nightmare with no end, as if she were dead and had landed in hell. 


  “I’ll return for your tray when you’re finished,” she woman returned the comment with another cheery one of her own. 


  Angry beyond words, the girl threw the tray at the door. Then she stormed hopefully from the bed on the chance that the woman had forgotten to lock the door. She hadn’t.


  Aimee was at the dressing table by the window looking out on the street below. She was being held in the city, in a wealthy neighborhood of lovely homes. For days, she’d sifted through the memories of her life—particularly the most recent past at the boardinghouse. What could possibly have happened—and more importantly, who would have kidnapped her and held her now against her will? Was there some ransom demand for her life she often wondered in a particularly desperate moment. The thought was ridiculous. She was a poor girl with no real assets to trade. So, what then was the reason? 


  Hearing the key in the lock, she sighed, supposing it was time for the noon meal. She didn’t bother to turn around. 


  “Sorry about the mess,” she called to the maid. “I guess I stained your precious carpet.”


  The footsteps were light, but she didn’t hear the usual swish of the maid’s skirt. 


  “Most stains can be treated with a little tender care.” The man’s soft voice startled her and she abruptly turned around. 


  “Please excuse my absence, but my business took me away right after you were brought here and this is the first opportunity I’ve had to see you.”


  She gazed in awe, completely speechless, seeing the face of Mr. Rys, the black African, standing before her, looking as calm and handsome as she remembered him to be. For the last five days, she’d wracked her brain trying to think of who might be behind the kidnapping. Was it Jonas making good on his lusty promises, or Christopher in fear of Terrance deciding to take her for her own safety, or perhaps a secret admirer from the store, or even some unknown mystery man from the night of her initiation who would capture her to enslave her? Her mind had offered dozens of possibilities, but never once had this one crossed her mind. Mr. Rys! The soft-spoken gentleman was not the sort to perpetrate such a plan—at least that’s what she concluded. And yet, apparently he had. 


  “Why are you holding me against my will?” she finally came to her feet, her indignation making her haughty as she demanded an answer. 


  “Sit down, my dear,” he said, motioning her to the chair she’d just vacated, while pulling up one for himself. 


  “I don’t know that I want to sit,” she spat out.


  “But you will sit,” his voice deepened, and in conditioned reply, her body wilted as she sunk back into her chair. She was feeling a little faint, at the same time trying to avoid the desires that were suddenly aroused and crowding into her. 


  Mr. Rys pulled from his coat pocket an envelope of pictures from the newspaper. 


  She instantly blushed. She’d never seen them all together and it made quite a lewd show of erotic excess. 


  “I know the girl is you. I know the things you were made to do.”


  “But why have you kidnapped me? Why have you imprisoned me?”


  “To rescue you from that degradation. I know that it would have only become more… ” He paused a moment, fishing for the right word, “intense, shall we say.”


  “How do you mean, intense?”


  “I mean that there would be no end to the kind of sordid, empty, brutal degradation required of you. Your body and soul would have been stripped bare if you’d continued at the boardinghouse.”


  “How do you know this?”


  “I’ve watched the cult for years. I know their methods of influencing helpless young women. And I have occasionally intervened as I did with you.”


  “Then why not simply warn me?”


  “That wouldn’t have been enough, for you have had warnings. You would not see the truth; you were no match for them. They would have gone after you to keep you theirs. With me, you’re safe and you can have the love, respect and adoration you deserve.”


  “You want me for your own?”


  “Yes, of course. In time. I understand that this is an immense change you’re making now.”


  “Oh, sir, I am flattered that you want me… in fact, my heart races at the thought of it. But you have overstepped your bounds by bringing me here—not to mention broken the law!”


  “The law does not apply here.”


  “Of course, it does.”


  “No, it doesn’t. Whether you realized it or not, you’ve been living in a world outside the common one, and this world lives by a very different set of rules.”


  “I don’t understand what you’re saying.” She didn’t understand, and yet, she could feel the firmness, the resolve, of this Mr. Rys, and strangely, the veracity of what he was telling her. Even so, she didn’t want to believe him and there was no logical reason why she should.


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about. But even if I agreed with you, you must understand that for all your intent on rescuing me, I am the girl in those pictures. That is the real me. I may not have formally agreed to the schemes of my photographer, but indeed, I did agree in my heart. I never left the boardinghouse because I wanted to stay there. I loved that life. I loved the bawdy woman Terrance and Jonas and the cult of sadists made of me. I could not live without those rare, sweet and despicable pleasures, or make love without bondage, or give up the exhilaration of punishment. This is who I am. If you have any true consideration for my welfare, you have got to return me to where I belong.”


  “But you don’t belong there.”


  “I do! I truly do!!”


  He shook his head sadly. “The games you played so far were child’s play. Simple things, but the torture you faced in your future was extreme beyond your wild and savage fantasies. You were slated for enslavement by men you don’t even know. In time, when you proved ready, you would have disappeared as you have now, only in that case into an underground world with bars far stronger than the ones on the windows here. Your degradation would have known no end…the whippings, the bondage, the sadistic torture, the sexual use. And worse, the defilement of your nature. Defiling your innocence was their aim. It would have been mere months and you would have become a shadow of the lovely woman you are now. I could not let that happen.”


  “How do I know you’re telling me the truth?”


  “You don’t. I can’t prove any of this. Even your friends at the boardinghouse don’t know the depths of their secret organization. They toy on the sidelines, bringing in their specimens for the consideration of the masters of the cult. Girls disappear and are never seen again.”


  Her body quickened in fear as she recalled a moment on her first day in the boardinghouse when she asked Angelica about the previous occupant of her room. The girl—she believed her name was Desiree—had disappeared and was never seen again. 


  “You have to trust me… I know you have no reason to, but if you listen with your heart, you’ll know.” 


  He had always seemed like a principled man to her, conscientious, honest, impeccable in his manners, while at the same time he was exceptionally sexual. There was an animal magnetism about him that she dreamed about in men, but even in her secret fantasies, she’d avoided the baffling Mr. Rys. His savage history frightened her. He was asking her to consider him now and the thought seemed too scary, too absurd for her to consider. 


  He suddenly stood up. Perhaps he’d seen how shaken she was. 


  “You’ve had enough for now. I’ll return after you’ve had time to consider what I’ve said.”


  “I think I’ve considered enough,” she immediately countered. 


  “No, you haven’t,” he countered right back with a force that that made her shudder almost uncontrollably. 


  He left the room directly, saying no more. 


  ***


  On Mr. Rys’s return to Aimee’s room later that day, he smiled, drew her from the bed where she was sitting, toward the window where they’d sat together before. 


  “You’ve had some time to think,” he said, looking forward to her positive response. 


  “And nothing has changed my mind,” she said abruptly—even though the touch of his hand almost took her breath away, and his eyes were mesmerizing, and his voice resonated through her bones like the beating of a jungle drum. 


  His expression dimmed at her reply. “That is too bad.”


  “I believe you are basically a reasonable, honest man. If that is so, I beg you, let me go.”


  “And where will you go if I release you?”


  “I’ll return to where I belong, where my heart resides.”


  “But your heart knows no home, Aimee, I know it does not. And I cannot in all good conscience let you return to the boardinghouse.”


  She sighed with exasperation. “Then just let me go and I’ll promise never to set foot in that place again.”


  “I would do that, if I could trust you to keep your word.” He paused, considering his next statement thoughtfully. “In fact, I’ll make this promise. I will let you go, your freedom is yours, but only after you truly understand what I can offer you, and after reconsidering, you still reject my offer.”


  She was confused. The man was surely a villain, as cunning any she’d ever met… he had to be, yet she’d never been so drawn to any man as she was this one and for no sensible reason. 


  “All right. I’ll take your offer, and I tell you in advance: it’s one I will reject.”


  “Don’t speak too soon,” he said with a satisfied smile. “I’ll see you at dinner.”


  He was gone again, leaving Aimee with some hope for her release, and yet she was terribly distressed, her body agitated, her feelings torn apart. Desire, longing and fear traipsed hand in hand through her thoughts, so that she believed she’d never be at peace again. 


  ***


  They dined on shrimp and rice and fresh raspberries. Aimee had never tasted anything so divine. As she surveyed her surroundings, she found them as opulently furnished as her room upstairs. Mr. Rys was obviously quite wealthy and she could see herself staying here and enjoying this lavishness. She could certainly have done worse. Even so, she knew the man’s proposal was impossible and she had to refuse him. Fine as this was, it wasn’t her life, the life she wanted, as desperate, mean and sordid as it might seem. 


  After they ate, he toasted her with a glass of wine. “To your decision,” he said.


  “Yes, to my decision,” she returned with a smile, feeling all the more confident that he would do as he proposed. 


  “I imagine sometimes, a girl as young as you just falls into things?” Rys speculated. “Like you just happened on the boardinghouse?”


  “Yes. I suppose so.”


  “It’s as if you find what you’re looking for and you’re not even sure what it was you wanted.”


  “Yes, exactly. I wasn’t looking and suddenly there it was, sort of slapping me in the face.”


  “Sometime the oddest things pop out at you when you least expect them to. You have your mind all made up, and then something causes you to change it.” 


  “Oh, I see,” she said, realizing what he was getting at. “You think I’ll change my mind about you.”


  “I know you will,” he said quite confidently.


  “And I don’t think you really heard what I’ve had to say. You may offer me everything a girl could want, and yet, I’m not just your regular girl.”


  “Yes, my dear, I know that, too.”


  “In what way do you know that?”


  “You want graphic illustrations, I can give you them. I’ll get straight to the point…” his eyes narrowed, the mirth he’d shown was gone, and what remained, his fierceness, even a bit of savagery, made her shrink back. Though her fear was real, so was the desire that kept tickling her crotch. And there was something more, a tenderness she’d not experienced from any man ever. As he spoke, she could already feel her firm resolve weaken. “You will be my lover, Aimee,” he said with great conviction. “My lover and my mistress, my sexual plaything, my devoted slave, the whore I fuck … and my wife.”


  Aimee’s jaw dropped in shock.


  “I’ve rescued you from a fate which I believe is worse than death. The path you were on would have taken your raw sexual desires, and instead of celebrating them, perverted and used them in a way that would never allow you the satisfaction you wanted. I, on the other hand can give you that satisfaction. I ask you to give up none of your perversions. You’ll have them all intact. You’ll live with them constantly, bonds chafing your wrists and your ankles every day. They’ll wrap about your throat, but they will not strangle you. They’ll bind you tight for days, and wash over you as a pleasant victory when I free you. You say you cannot have sex without bondage? With me, you’ll never be without restraints. That is what I offer and that is what you want.”


  While Aimee withstood the shock of his words, Rys reached for something under his chair and pulled out a wooden box about a foot long, eight inches high and wide. Opening it, he revealed its contents. “For you.”


  As she spotted the collar and cuffs, her body heat began to soar with excitement. 


  “You want your extremes, Aimee, you’ll have them,” he added, as he moved to his feet and toward a nearby cabinet. “Here …” He opened the door and dozens of strange-looking implements swung back and forth: canes, whips, chains, masks. She could hardly take it all in before he closed the door and returned to his chair, “For twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week—everyday of your life with me—you’ll wear these manacles and this collar to signify my ownership of you. I’ll whip you as I desire, which may be daily, or even twice a day. I’ll parade you naked before my friends and make you dance for them like a slut. I’ll even degrade you with the nastiest acts, and lash you with a rude tongue, so that your depraved nature gets its beloved humiliation. Your body and its orifices will service my needs and those of whomever I give you to, in any way that suits my fancy. You’ll be anally raped, copulated by many men and give service with your mouth on command. 


  “You will, at the same time, be safe here. You’ll be my girl in the gilded cage, adored, caressed, kissed, and so loved that your heart won’t have to go seeking what it doesn’t have. You’ll have all you need right here with me.” He stopped talking, leaving Aimee too stunned to comment. 


  “That, dear girl, is my offer. You think about it, and when you’re ready to accept it, come to me and show me your gratitude. If you reject it, I’ll put you out on the street tonight and not care that I ever tried to save you.” 


  A moment later, he was gone, leaving the stunned Aimee to suffer the shock alone. In time, she lifted the collar and cuffs from the box. There was a second pair of cuffs beneath the others, larger ones for her ankles, she assumed. Her mind was awash with new pictures of herself: nasty, brutal, beautiful pictures, and her body raged with a torrent of fresh energy bursting free. Her longing leapt forward as she tore away the self-imposed restrictions regarding this man. Were the pieces of her life finally falling into place? Was this really what was meant to happen? Was he the fulfillment, the longing in her heart, the missing piece?


  She finally went looking for him, desperately searching the house, through every room, until she finally found him in the greenhouse off the kitchen, watering his hothouse orchids. 


  “What are you doing here?” he asked.


  “Finding you. I have my answer.”


  “Good. And what is it?”


  “It’s yes. Yes to everything. I don’t know why I’m saying this; it is irrational, irresponsible and completely foolish,” she rushed in to explain, “but I suppose that’s no different than the last few months of my life have been. The truth is, I believe you. I honestly do.” It astonished her to say this, but it was true.


  “So, you understand what you’re agreeing to? You’ll be my lover, my mistress, my wife … and more importantly, my sexual plaything, the whore I fuck and my devoted cock-slave?  You understand that?”


  “Yes. Yes, I do.”


  “And you understand that you’ll be perpetually chained?”


  “Yes.” Yes, yes, and yes. How she wanted that! She could tell by the way her body fired at the thought. 


  “And that you’ll never leave here, ever?”


  She finally dropped to her knees at his feet and bowed her head to signify her sincerity. “Yes, sir. I understand that.”


  ***


  By day, she lives in her manacles, in chains. While dressed as elegantly as any woman of her day, the clatter of chains and the hobbles at her ankles are constant reminders of her bondage. 


  In time, she is tattooed, pierced in her genitals. She commonly wears tight corsets under her modest dresses, but never anything to cover her sex—her Venus mound, her ass, or her genitalia.


  On the few occasions she goes out in public, or serves tea to his friends, he’s always nearby and the signs of her bondage are made more subtle like fashionable jewelry, but still there… visible, but ignored by the untrained eye, while cleared noted by those who understand the deeper implications of her relationship to Mr. Rys. On these particular occasions, in place of the heavier cuffs, she often wears matching silver bracelets on her wrists. In place of her ankle cuffs, the chain and hobble are fitted to metal bands just below her knees so they are hidden by the hem of her dress. A more delicate chain is attached to the bands, leaving just enough slack so she can walk freely, but not boldly.


  On such occasions, she also wears an engraved silver choker at her throat that locks with a key at the back of her neck: a small ring, the size of a quarter has been soldered there should her husband decide to leash her. Though he never has, he leaves his options open. 


  As in those days in the randy boardinghouse, she never balks at anything he does to her. She takes his whip with grace and relishes the marks it leaves. She consents to more extreme bondage and takes pleasure in the sexual thrill that results. She services her husband’s cock passionately, devouring the huge organ in whatever means he wishes, and then does the same for his friends when he gives her away. She strips for him and dances like a slave girl in the days of yore, and then with equal passion transforms herself into a beautiful rendition of the modest and dutiful wife. 


  In turn, she is loved by him with a tenderness as passionate as their spirits can soar; as savage as their baser animal hungers. 


  Her wide extremes are satisfied as each new day brings its challenges and she answers each with the submissive elegance she was born to exhibit. She’s known in the circle of his friends simply as Mrs. Rys. 


  ***


  A year after Aimee Bloom’s disappearance from the boardinghouse, several people thought they saw the missing girl with Mr. Anton Rys at a charity ball. Those that spotted her were so sure that they convinced the police to investigate. When a police detective came to Mr. Rys’s home asking questions, a gracious hostess greeted them in the formal drawing room. 


  “I’m afraid Mr. Rys is not at home,” she said.


  The man looked at the lovely woman in astonishment, seeing that she was openly wearing cuffs on her wrists, which were attached to each other by a chain. She could only walk in small steps because her feet were likewise hobbled together. And around her throat was a crude metal collar one would expect to see slapped on a criminal. 


  “That might be just fine,” the detective said. “Perhaps you’re the one I want to speak to.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yes, and exactly who you are?”


  “I’m Mrs. Rys.”


  “Mrs. Rys.” He smiled in surprise. I see…humm…” He fiddled with something in his pocket finally pulling it out and laying it on the table. “Then I don’t suppose you could be the girl in these pictures,” he said. 


  Mrs. Rys studied them thoughtfully. They were quite lovely, she decided. “They do look like me, don’t they?” she smiled.


  The man looked at her with a vague expression on his face. “The girl in these photographs disappeared about a year ago.”


  “Oh, that’s too bad.”


  The man couldn’t quite get a fix on this odd woman.


  “So, um… I suppose I’ve wasted your time if you can’t shed any light on this.”


  “That’s no problem. I’m sure you have to follow every lead.” 


  “Yes, yes we do.” He kept staring at her wrist cuffs. “Ah, you wouldn’t mind telling me about those …” 


  “Oh, my cuffs?” she stared down at them too. “I’m sure they appear rather odd, but they are quite natural to me. I wear them for my husband. It’s how I honor him.”


  “He makes you wear them?”


  “Of course not. I willingly wear them, and I really shouldn’t have to explain them to anyone. Would you like to speak with him when he gets home? He should be here soon.”


  “No, no,” the man shook his head. “I think I’ve seen enough.”


  “Very good.”


  The detective left and she never saw him again, nor did Mr. Rys. In fact, no one from the authorities ever questioned Aimee or her husband about the missing girl again. 


  Epilogue


  “Would you get a look at this?” Jonas exclaimed to Angelica as the contents of the envelope fell out on the table. 


  “Why, it’s Aimee!” the girl shouted. 


  “Amazing, huh? I guess the joke’s on us?”


  “Indeed,” she answered, while staring at the photograph.


  “Here, listen to this,” Jonas went on, reading the message on the back: 


  “Feel free to publish this in your paper. You can call it “Girl In The Gilded Cage.” It will be the last you’ll see of her. But you can trust she’s where she belongs.” 


  Appearing in a recent edition of The Journal of Our Times was a new photograph that caused quite an uproar in the city’s seamy taverns, back alleys, brothels and gentleman’s clubs. 


  This picture was different than previous photographs The Journal had published some time ago, and it was quite extraordinary indeed… taken of a naked girl who was suspended in what looked like a large birdcage, with her arms bound above her head, her legs spread wide apart, her head flung back, and her hair dangling at the top of her lovely round ass. A timeless expression of sexual mirth graced her beautiful face so that one could only sigh with satisfaction and longing as he gazed at the unusual image.


  The caption on the photograph read… 


  “Here’s to our old friend—our girl in the mirror, our girl in the gilded cage—may she abide happily in her new home, wherever that may be.”


  ***


  
For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction… write, email or call:


  Pink Flamingo Media


  P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


  E-mail: fiona@pinkflamingo.com


  On-line:


  http://www.pinkflamingo.com


  http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com


OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
dgir|

In fhe

Mirror

v [ L






